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'^ I WISH mamma woold send for some more 
Sunday-books/' said Richard to his brothers 
and sisters^ as he sat listlessly turning over .a 
number of those nice little books which are 
published by the Religious Tract Society. ** I 
wish mamma would send for some more ; for I 
have read all these so often, that I am quite 
tired of them." 

" I am sorry/' said Mrs. Morgan, who had 
just then entered the room, and heard his 
remark, '* you are so tired of those books, as 
I am afraid it will be a long time before I 
shall have an opportunity of getting others ; 
bat suppose, in the mean while, you were all 
to try and supply the want, by each writing, 
during the week, some short story in the style 
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of those little books, by which means your 
Sunday-library would be replenished, and 
much pleasure would be derived from feeling 
that you were employing yourselves for the 
gratification of each other. I shall willingly 
contribute my share." 

*^ But, Mamma, we never should be able to 
do it. We should not know what to say." 

'< You do not know what you can do till you 
make the attempt. Various incidents which 
are daily occurring, and the instruction to be 
derived from them, will, if you pay attention 
to what is passing around you, furnish ample 
materials for such narratives. It is not abso« 
lutely necessary that what you write should be 
even as long as one of those half-penny books ; 
as, till you acquire the habit, you may find it 
difficult to express yourselves otherwise than 
very briefly. Or you might endeavour to 
compose a short hymn, or a set of questions on 
seme of the historical parts of the Bible ; or 

say what lesson you think may be learned 
2 
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from any particalar inddent detailed in Scrip- 
ture." 

The conversation was here interrupted^ and 
nothing more was said on the subject till the 
following Sabbath; when after dinner, Mrs. 
Morgan said, ''Well my children, have you 
prepared any little stories, or tried to write 
any verses on Scriptural subjects ?'^ 

^' No, Mamma ; for there would have been 
no use in our trying, because we are sure we 
could not write anything." 

'< I am sorry you have not acted on my sug- 
gestion ; but I have not been unmindful of my 
promise ; and as example is universally allowed 
to have more weight than precept, I hope you 
will take encouragement by mine, and that I 
shall have the satisfaction of finding next 
Sunday that you have at least made the at- 
tempt." 

" I hope we shall, dear Mamma, especially 
as you have been so kind as to give yourself 
the trouble to set us the example." 
3 
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Mrs. Morgan then read the following verses 
for her young folks. 

What is that wailing sound I hear, 

As, issning from the city gate, 
Monmers bring forth a lowly bier, 

With solemn looks, and steps sedate 7 

And who is she, that stricken thingi 
With pallid cheek and faded form, 

With look of grief so harrowing. 
And heart so utterly forlorn? 

A flow'r of every flow'ret shorn, 

A dove of loving mate bereft, 
A tree by ev'ry tempest torn, 

Till not a single leaf is left. 

See where in silent woe she stands, 
A widow — childless — all, all gone ; 

With streaming eyes, and clasped hands, 
Beside the body of her son. 

To stay her tears in vain she tries. 
That she once more may fondly trace, 

Ere hid for ever from her eyes, 
The lineaments of that dear face. 

Bnt who is He who marks her grie^ 
Compassion beaming in his eye ; 

And hastes, unasked, to give relief, 
With aU a brother's sympathy ? 

4 
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'Tis One who hath both will and pow'r 
(Of Him she surely had heard tell,) 

To aid her in this trying hour — 
Jesus, the Christ, Emmanuel ! 

He bids the mother dry her eyes ; 

Desires the weeping mourners stand ; 
Says to the dead, ^* Toung man arise," 

Retmn to life at my command.^ 

Oh speak again that wond*rous word, 
Give, oh ! give, some sign — some token ; 

But hush ! the dead that voice hath heard- 
The slumber^'s chain is broken. 

He breathes, he moves, sits up, and tSEiin 
Would speak his gratefnl praise ; 

" Mother, receive thy child again," 
Is all the lowly Saviour says. 

And now with acclamations loud 
The people rend both earth and sky; 

How little deemed that wondering crowd, 
They view'd Incarnate Deity 1 

Ah ! had they known in that their day ; 

But, no, alas ! th^ knew him not : 
So fail'd his precepts to obey. 

And aU his benefits forgot 

But we, as Prophet, Priest and King, 
(Both God and man) our Saviour own ; 

And know that by his offering 
He did for all our sins atone. 
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But while we thus admowledge him, 
If we his gredotis precepts dight, 

Far heayier is our load of sin 
Than that of ancient Israelite. 

Then, oh I my Sayiour, still display 
Thy quickening power, and grace ; 

And unto Ireland's people say — 
"Awake to life, ye slomb'iing race." 

The afternoon of the Sabbath following that 
on which Mrs. Morgan had received a promise 
from her children^ that they would endeavour 
to form a Home Sunday-library^ proved so 
exceedingly wet, that the family, instead of 
going, as usual, to evening service, had prayers 
at home. After they were concluded, and the 
servants had been dismissed, Mrs. Morgan 
left the room; but shortly returned with a 
card-board basket in her hand, round which 
were painted, in ornamental letters, the words, 
** For voluntary contributions to the Home 
Sunday-library." 

« Here, Anne," said Mrs. Morgan, address- 
ing a little girl of about seven years old, '^ as 
6 
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you are too young to be a contributor yourself, 
it shall be your business to collect the offerings 
of others." 

" Oh ! yes, Mamma, that shall be my part. 
I can do that. Please, Mamma, put yours in 
first." 

Anne then went round to aU her brothers 
and sisters, and Mrs. Morgan had the pleasure 
of seeing each of them deposit a little manu- 
script in the basket ; for expecting their mamma 
would call on them, each had their paper 
at hand. 

" I think," said Mr. Morgan, putting down 
his book, ''as Anne is collector to this new 
Society, I must be reader ; so, come children, 
draw your chairs round the table, and I will 
enter on my new office." 

It was Christmas week, and the children 
had coaxed their elder brother, who had come 
home for the vacation, to prepare a contribu- 
tion also. 

The paper which he dropped into the basket, 

7 
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as Anne presented it to him, was the first Mr. 
Morgan took np. It was as follows : — 

9 filtm €|n:tetmas ant) a 1$am Xcto |gfar. 

December 25th, 1851. 

How oft these words, as friendship's token, 
This mom have been already i^ken ; 
But ah ! how few have rightly weighed 
The greeting which their words conveyed. 
*' A merry Christmas" — yes to those 
Who on the Saviour's love repose ; 
And know the blessings which his birth 
Brings to the faXkea sons of earth — 
Of ev'iy clime, and ev'ry nation 
Who trust him with their souls* salvation. 

And happiness, the coming year, 
To whom ? To those alone who hear 
His voice, and while they hear obey, 
And walk in wisdom's pleasant way. 
So, should their work on earth be done, 
Ere that brief space its couree has run ; 
Twill be the happiest year which yet 
They ever knew. Their sun will set 
To rise upon that day so bright, 
Of which the Lamb himselfs the light 

** Thank you, Frederick ; those lines are 
very appropriate for the season, and I like 
your reflections on a greeting uttered, in 

8 
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general^ as most salutations are, without the 
slightest degree of thought. But what comes 
next ? A story, I perceive, hy Ellen, entitled 
' The Gleaners ?' " 



0t0*0*^^m0^^^*^»^^^^0^^'^^^ 



THE 6LEANEBS. 

As Catherine and Jane Ramsay were putting 
on their sun-honnets one evening, to go and 
work in their flower-garden with their brothers, 
they were told that Miss Rogers, with her 
brothers and sisters, was at the door requesting 
to see them. They immediately hastened down, 
and found their brothers already at the door, 
inviting their little visitors in. 

After the usual greeting, Jacob, the eldest 
of the party, said, <' Thank you, we cannot go 
in, for we are going to glean in papa^s large 
corn field. We thought as it is such a fine 
evening, you would like to come also, for glean- 
9 
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ing is very pleasant work, and we shall be glad 
of yoor help, as we always carry what we 
glean every year, to poor Dame Wiggins, who 
is so weak that she cannot go out gleaning 
for herself; and then she is so grateful, poor 
old woman, that when she bakes her first batch 
of bread, of the flour made of the corn we gather 
for her, she always makes a tiny loaf, which 
she brings us, as she says, for a thank-ofiering ; 
because it is owing to us, that she has any 
wheaten bread to eat ; and I don't know how 
it is, but we always think that little loaf 
nicer than any other bread.^* 

'' Oh ! thank you for coming to ask us. We 
shall like to go with you so very much ; but 
we must first ask leave. But will you not 
come in.'' 

" No, it would only delay us, and we do not 
wish to lose any time, so please to run and ask 
your mamma at once." 

Mamma's permission was soon obtained, and 
she said she would go herself to meet them, 

10 
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after she had finished writing her letters^ as 
she thought by that time they would be on 
their way home. The happy party soon reached 
the field, which was a very large one. 

The yellow corn was bound up in sheaves, 
which were thickly spread on the ground, as 
God had blessed man with an abundant har- 
vest, and numerous ears of corn lay scattered 
in all directions ; for Mr. Rogers was a kind- 
hearted man ; and thankful to the Giver of all 
good, who had crowned his fields with plenty, 
he showed his gratitude by obeying the spirit 
of his injunctions — '^ And when ye reap the 
harvest of your land, thou shalt not make 
dean riddance of the comers of thy field when 
thou reapest, neither shalt thou gather any 
gleaning of thy harvest; thou shalt leave 
them unto the poor, and to the stranger: I 
am the Lord your God.'* Lev. xxiii. ^2. 
** When thou cuttest down thine harvest in thy 
field, and hast forgot a sheaf in the field, thou 
shalt not go again to fetch it : it shall be for 
11 
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the stranger, for the fatherless, and for the 
widow, that the Lord thy God may bless thee in 
all the work of thine hands." Dent. xxiv. 19. 
And he would not allow his labourers to rake 
his fields after the sickle, but left a liberal 
supply for the poor gleaner, who has no fields 
of his own. 

" Now," said Jacob, " we must be indus« 
trious ; for as papa often remarks when he 
gives us anything to do, ' Whatsoever thy hand 
findeth to do, do it with thy might.' " 

The children separated, and strayed hither 
and thither ; and though the yellow potentilla, 
the bright scarlet pimpernel, the blue forget- 
me-not, the rosy daisy, and even wild pansies, 
which were found in many parts of the field, 
were so far irresistible, as to cause an occa- 
sional interruption in their labours ; yet they 
attended so well to steady Jacob's exhortation, 
that when he called to them to draw towards 
the gate, as the declining sun gave warning 
that it was time to return home, it appeared 

12 
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that aU^ excepting Jane, had gleaned almost as 
large a bundle as its collector could carry. 
Now Jane happened to be the youngest^ so 
when the children compared their bundles ; it 
was not so very strange that hers should be 
the smallest ; but Jane on perceiving it, grew 
very red, and looked very vexed, and asked in 
a sharp tone of voice, ''How is it that you 
have all gathered so much more than I have P 
I am sure I have worked so hard, that I am 
quite hot and tired." 

'' Perhaps," said one of her brothers, smiling, 
" you have the smallest bundle of com, because 
you have the largest bunch of flowers." 

At this remark, Jane, already out of humour, 
became quite angry, and said, ''I dare say, 
Thomas, the reason you have such a quantity 
is, that you pulled some out of the sheaves. 

'' Oh ! fie, Jane ; how can you say such a 
thing? That would be robbing Mr. Rogers." 

Jacob, who was a very kind boy, now said, 
" Well, never mind who has the most. I dare 

13 
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say we all picked up as much as we could* 
Let us take it at once to Dame Wiggins. How 
glad she will be to see what a quantity we 
have got !" 

^* I am sure/' exclaimed Jane, '^ 111 not be 
the one to give her the least ; I won't carry her 
any at all." And as she said so, the angry 
child threw down what she had gleaned, tossed 
it about, and burst into tears. At this moment 
their mamma made her appearance at the gate 
of the field, and seeing the children, whom she 
had expected to find so happy, standing with 
such sorrowful looks over the scattered corn, 
and Jane sobbing, she, of course, demanded an 
explanation of the strange scene. This, Jacob 
gave, detailing the drcumstaaces faithfully, but 
evidently with a desire not to increase the dis* 
pleasure which he knew Mrs. Ramsay must 
feel at her daughter's behaviour, and concluded 
by saying, ''We will all, ma'am, help Jane to 
gather up the com, so that none of it shall be 
lost." 

14 



THE eLEANERS. 

" Jane," said Mrs. Ramsay, turning towards 
her little girl, and looking much concerned, 
'^^y giving way to your hasty, unsnbdued 
temper, you have made yourself miserable, 
you have disturbed the happiness of others, 
you have set a bad example ; and worse than 
all, you have shown yourself unmindful of 
God's all-seeing eye, which is ever watching 
you, and marked the pride which led you to 
be angry, because you found that others had 
done better than yourself." 

Jane, though a passionate, was not a stub- 
born child. She felt the truth of her mamma's 
observations, and how very wrong she had 
acted. She immediately acknowledged her 
fault, and begged her mamma and her young 
companions to forgive her. This they readily 
did, her mamma remarking, '<Tou must not 
omit, my child, to ask forgiveness at the throne 
of grace, and to seek earnestly to obtain from 
your Heavenly Father, that meek and quiet 
spirit, which is in his sight of great price ; and 

15 
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then you will learn, when you see others doing 
better than yourself, to obey the precept, 'Con- 
sider one another to provoke unto love, and to 
good works/ " Heb. x. 24. 

As Mr. Morgan concluded, he cast a look 
full of affection upon Ellen, and a tear stood in 
her mother's eye, for well they both remem- 
bered the fact she had recounted, and well had 
their child profited by her mother's advice; 
for who would have supposed that the gentle 
girl now before them, was once the passionate 
child, whose conduct she had so faithfully 
narrated. 
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NANNIE'S 
FIRST SABBATH IN THE COUNTRY. 
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" What can you do of a Sunday in this dull 
place/' said a little girl, who, on account of a 
severe calamity having occurred in her family, 
had been invited by Mrs. Seymour to pass 
some days at Woodlands. 

" Why/' replied one of her youthful com- 
panions, *' do yon call it dull ; we are never 
dull. Besides, why should we be duller of a 
Sunday than on any other day ?" 

" Oh, because — because," said Nannie ; and 
she stopped, and seemed either unable or 
unwilling to assign a reason for her assertion ; 
" after one has been to Church, and learned 
the Collect for the day, and read a while in 
17 



HOME SUNDAY-LIBRART. 

the Bible^ or some other Sunday book^* one 
has nothing to do bat to sit and look out of the 
window ; and here there is nothing to look at 
but trees and the lake." 

Now^ Mary who did not half like to hear 
the sweet spot on which she first opened her 
eyes, spoken of in such a disparaging way, said 
with some warmth, " Oh ! surely, Nannie, you 
do not think it nicer to look at people walking 
backwards and forwards, than to look out at 
this pleasant prospect; on the lawn, and the 
lake, and the wood ; and to see the sheep, and 
the cows, and the trees on the hill side, re- 
flected so clearly in the water, which looks so 
smooth and shining ; and the swan swimming 
80 proudly about. Why it was at this very 
window, and at this very hour, that Aunt Anne 
wrote those lines, 'The Sunset Hour/ which 
I shewed you yesterday in my album. She 
wrote them in my album, and not in Eliza's, 
because it was from the window of my room 

* It is to be feared, tliat many, like Nannie, look upon tho 
Bible as only a Sunday book. 



Nannie's first sabbath in the country. 

she saw so much of what she described. Toa 
know Eliza's room is at the pine end of the 
house^ and looks into the pleasure-groand, 
where are the flowers that she loves so well, 
and takes so mach trouble with ; and she has 
a way in which she sometimes takes a peep at 
my prospect, too, when sitting at work in her 
own room. Can you guess how it is ?" 

" No, I cannot ; as it is the furthest from the 
fronts at the end of the house, I do not think 
she could well stretch out her head far enough, 
to see what lies to the front of the house." 

" No, that would be rather dangerous. I 
knew you would not be able to guess. I was 
greatly puzzled also, when she first told me 
she oould do so. I see I must tell you; for 
you wDl never find it out. Well, you know 
ours are cottage windows, and all open out- 
wards ; so she hangs a looking glass which she 
has, in a frame, on the half of the window 
which opens to the left ; and when it is open, 
she sees reflected in it, a great deal of the 

19 
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prospect which lies to the right; and Tsry, 
yery pretty it looks, only a great deal smaller 
than it really is. Bat as to jSndiDg Sooday a 
doll day, indeed we do not; and I dare say 
you will not find to-morrow so either. We are 
always so happy of a Sunday. 

The family at Woodlands always breakfasted 
half an hour earlier of a Sunday, than on other 
days, in order to give the servants time to get 
ready by the proper hour for Church. 

The children passed some time with their 
papa before breakfast, repeating the verses 
they were to say at tbe Sunday School, and 
proving the Collect for the day. After prayers 
and the morning repast were concluded, they 
all got ready to walk with their papa to the 
Church, which was at some distance, as the 
good Rector always catechised the young folks 
of his parish, for an hour before the morning 
service began. 

As they left the hall door, the dog rose up 
from the large mat on which he was lying in 

20 
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the porch ; and after fawning on them> and 
receiving his usual share of caresses, accom- 
panied them down the steps, and a short way 
down the avenue, as if to see them off. He 
then stopped, and stood wagging his tail, and 
looking wistfully after them. 

** Look, Nannie, at poor Mell,'' said one of 
the little boys ; '* he knows it is Sunday ; for 
though on other days he always comes to walk 
with us, he never of a Sunday comes further 
than a few steps/* Nannie called, '^Mell, 
Mell ;'* but he paid no attention to the sum- 
mons, but after watching the party for a little 
longer, walked slowly back towards the house. 

It was a lovely morning, every thing looked 
bright and smilmg. The birds were singing ; 
the flowers smelled sweetly ; the lambs were 
frisking by the side of their mothers, or, after 
fMianding still for a few moments gazing at one 
another, they would all start off, as if they 
had agreed to run a race ; away they went, 
bounding on and on, till, as if by mutual 

21 
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consent, they all came to a stop, turned round, 
and ran back again. 

The path from Woodlands to the Church lay 
through the fields; the high road had many 
years before passed that way, and remains of 
the banks and hedges which had marked its 
course, were still visible. 

The younger children of the party were a 
little in advance of their papa, and of their 
elder brothers and sisters ; and were pointing 
out to Nannie the pretty wild flowers which 
grew on one of these sunny banks, when they 
were startled by a boy suddenly darting up 
from behind it, and running behind a little 
thicket of hawthorn bushes which stood near. 
Mr. Seymour had seen him also, and walking 
quietly up to the spot, found a child crouching 
down, trymg to hide from observation. He 
immediately recognised him, as the son of a 
small farmer, who had lately come to reside in 
the neighbourhood. Mr. Seymour had more 
than once called at the house of his parents, to 

22 
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say he should be glad to see their child at the 
Sunday School ; and though they had always 
treated him with civility, and thanked him for 
inviting the child^ and had even promised to 
send him^ yet they had never done so, nor 
had he ever seen either him or his parents in 
Church. 

"What we you doing there, child," said 
Mr. Seymour. 

"Nothing/' replied the boy in a surly 
tone. 

" Nothing ! but you ought to be doing some- 
thing, for this is the Lord's day ; and though a 
day of rest from worldly work and care, should 
not be spent in idleness; but you should go 
to Catechism, and to Church, and to Sunday 
School, and not spend it playing about the 
fields, as I think you felt, when you ran away 
on seeing me, and endeavoured to hide your- 
self; for the wicked fleeth when no man 
pursneth, but the righteous is bold as a lion." 

The boy looked very sulky, and seemed as 
23 



HOME SUNDAY-LIBRARY. 

if still inclined to run away ; for he glanced 
first one way^ and then another, as if calca- 
ladng the possibility of escape. Bat Mr. 
Seymoar continued in a kind tone, ''Come, 
come, my lad, though you have not begun the 
day well, that is no reason why yon should 
not end it so ; will you come with us ?" 

The boy raised his eyes, and looking first 
at Mr. Seymour, and then at the group of 
happy, nice-looking children, he appeared sud- 
denly to change both his mind and his manner, 
and said in a firm voice, '' I will, sir.'^ 

'' That is right," said Mr. Seymour, patting 
him on the shoulder. '' Come, and I think I 
can promise you a pleasanter, as well as a 
better spent day, than you would have roaming 
about the fields. Can you read P^ 

'' Tes sir ; for I always went to a day-sdiool 
before we came here." 

They reached the Church a few minutes 
before Catechism began. Mr. Seymour shewed 
John (for that was the boy's name) where he 

24 
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was to sit ; it was in a pew near that occupied 
by the Woodlands' family ; so that he had him 
in iiill view ; he* also asked a good little boy, 
who sat in the same pew, and on whose steadi- 
ness he knew he conld depend, to bring him to 
the Sunday School after Church. 

John felt so pleased at the notice taken of 
him, that he willingly accompanied him to the 
School 

Mr. Seymour found on examining John, 
though he could read very well indeed for his 
age, yet that he was sadly ignorant respecting 
the simplest truths of religion. He knew that 
there was one God, and repeated the names of 
Father, Son and Holy Ghost ; but of God as 
Creator, of Jesus as Redeemer, and of the 
Holy Ghost as Saoctifier, he knew nothing. 
He appeared neither to feel nor think that he 
was a sinner— -constantly doing that which he 
should not do, and leaving undone that which 
he should do ; nor ever to have had it pointed 
out to him, that God is holy, and therefore 
25 
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hates sin ; that he is true, and has said he will 
punish sin ; and that he is just, and therefore 
must punish it ; nor to have been told of the 
wonderful way in which God, notwithstanding 
his holiness, truth, and justice, can yet forgive 
the poor sinner, who goes to him for pardon 
through Jesus Christ. " For that God so loved 
the world, that he gave his only begotten 
Son, that all who believe in him, should not 
perish, but should have everlasting life/' 

The boy listened attentively, while his kind 
teacher explained these things ; and when Mr. 
Seymour dismissed the school, he told John 
that he hoped he would soon (if he continued 
attentive and regular in his attendance) be able 
to advance him to a higher class than the one 
to which he had been- obliged to appoint him. 

Mr. and Mrs Seymour and the children 
returned home by the same pleasant path 
through the fields. They found dinner, (which, 
with the exception of the vegetables, was 
always a cold one of a Sunday) quite ready. 
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When it was over, and the servant had with- 
drawn^ after first placing on the table^ a nice 
dessert of fruit, which had been gathered the 
evening before, Mr. Sey moar called his youngest 
little boy to him, and giving him the key of 
the garden, told him he might tap at the 
kitchen door, and give it to the servants (who 
had dined while the family were at the Sunday 
School) as they might go into the garden, and 
eat some fruit ; ^' but tell them, I wish them 
to keep at the left hand side of the centre walk." 

This was a message little William always 
liked to be sent with ; or, in winter time, to 
carry them a little basket of apples, which 
his mamma was sure to leave ready on the 
side board. 

The children having finished their fruit, 
they all went to the drawing room, when Mrs. 
Seymour gave to her elder children a slip of 
paper, on which was written the following 
question — " What became of the golden calves 
which Jeroboam made?" and another to the 
27 
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younger children, on whicli was written — " Did 
the Apostle Paol live to be an old man ?" 

She then left them to themselves, till it was 
i^ain time to set ont for Church. 

On their way thither, the children told their 
mamma the answers to her questions, naming 
the chapter and verse where they were to be 
found; these furnished subjects for conversa- 
tion during their walk. 

As Mr. Seymour walked up the aisle, he 
was greatly pleased to see not only John in the 
place he had occupied at morning service, but 
his mother seated beside him. Mr. Seymour 
gave him an approving nod, as he passed the pew. 

After the refreshment of the evening meal, 
to which a barn-brack had been added in 
honour of their youlMil visitor, Mr. Seymour 
and the elder children each took a book suited 
to engage their attention on the Sabbath day ; 
and the younger members of the family, draw- 
ing a little table to a distant part of the room, 
where their mamma had already seated herself 
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on a sofa, said> '' Nannie will yon join us, and 
help to catechise mamma ?" 

Nannie looked surprised, when they ex- 
plained themselves^ hy saying, "Mamma is 
onr scholar of a Sunday evening. " Do come ; 
mamma is generally very good, and says her 
lesson well." 

Nannie consented ; they then seated them- 
selves, and opening their Bibles, asked iheit 
mamma questions on various parts of Scripture 
such as — ^''When God sent, by his prophet 
Gad, to give David his choice as to which of 
the three judgments he named, should come 
upon him, what answer did David make ?" 
2 Sam. xxiv. 14. "Who stayed up Moses' 
hands, when Amalek fought with Israel?' 
Ex. xvii. 12, "What were the two signs 
which Gideon asked of God P" Judges vi. 
36-40. "How was wicked Ahab killed?'' 
2 Chron. xviii. 33. * What king had his eyes 
put out ?" 2 Kings xxiv. 7. 

As the children had assured Nannie, mamma 
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was very good, and was answering very cor- 
rectly^ when the bell rang for evening prayers ; 
and Nannie was quite sorry to find it was so 
near bed time. " AhV* tbougbt sbe^ as she 
laid her head on her pillow, " how mistaken I 
was — bow much pleasanter Sunday passes in 
the country than in the town/' 

Poor little Nannie, she bad yet to learn that 
<be difference lay not in the place, but in the 
manner of spending the Sabbath. 

^^I know, Mamma,^' said Richard, looking 
very wise, " from what you took several parts 
of your story." 

" Doubtless you do, my dear," replied Mrs. 
Morgan, smiling ;'^ and that is a corroboration 
of the justness of the remark which I made, 
when I proposed thb plan — that if you would 
take notice of what is passing around you, you 
would not find it so very difficult, as you 
seemed to think, to procuife materials for your 
little stories." 
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The labourer's daily task is done ; 
Still warmly glows the setting sun ; 
The com is waving o'er the lea, 
The fruit hangs ripen'ng on the tree, 
The streamlet murmurs forth its song, 
Winding mid grassy banks along ; 
Brightly now glows every flow*r, 
Whether in garden, mead, or bow*r ; 
So bright each tint, so pure each scent. 
As if each little flow'ret meant 
Its mingled beauties should arise 
An evening ofTring to the skies. 
With arched neck, and look sedate, 
The dove is cooing to his mate ; 
The hare has left her close retreat, 
Allured by scent of clover sweet ; 
The fish are sporting in the lake — 
How bright the eddies which they make ; 
The swan, with snow-white panoply. 
Seems empress of that mimic sea ; 
The bird is singing on the spray. 
Or winging high its airy way ; 
The butteidy, in giddy maze. 
Is culling sweets it ne'er repays ; 
The bee, with self important buzz, 
Seems telling us how much he does ; 
The shepherd, in some shady nook, 
Has thrown aside his bill and crook ; 
reposing after toil and heat, 
His dog lies crouching at his feet ; 
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His sheep are browsiiig on the hill, 

Or wand'ring up and down at will. 

The cow has yielded up her store, 

And seeks the yerdant field onoe more ; 

Released from plough, and bit, and rein, 

The horse is rolling on the plain ; 

The donkey, through the day opprest, 

Allowed, at last, to be at rest, 

Stands in brown stndy *neath a tree, 

Contented as an ass can be. 

The shaggy goat, escaped firom thrall, 

Is peering o*er the garden wall ; 

The fiumer, sitting at his door, 

Views well pleased the prospect o*er. 

His infismt, at its mother*s breast, 

Is gently sinking to its rest. 

WUstling aloud some carol gay. 

The woodman homeward wends bis way ; 

His childreD, running, haste to see 

Who first shall clasp his £&ther*s knee, 

Together reach the sturdy man, 

And laugh as children only can. 

Oh ! selfish he who cannot say, 

" I love this hour of holy-day," 

Nor feel his heart with praise o*erflow 

To Him who hath ordain'd it so. 
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A LADY was seated one day in an arm-chair, by 
the side of a bright fire, watching an elderly 
woman, who, with much care and tenderness, 
was dressing a little baby of only a few days 
old. As the nurse (for snch she was) finished 
the task in which she had been engaged, she 
gazed for a few moments on the infant, as it lay 
on her knee, with an expression of much satis- 
faction, arising from a mingled feeling of self- 
complacency, at the neat and dexterous manner 
in which she had accomplished her difficult 
duty, and of admiration of the tender being who 
had been the object of it. She then arose, 
and placed it in its mother's arms, exclaiming, 
" Ah ! madam, how could any one injure such a 
dear, helpless little creature as this ? I am sure 
I never could have the heart to do so.**' 
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The lady, as she received the child from the 
old woman^ shook her head^ printed a kiss on its 
tiny broWy and for a short time seemed totally 
occupied in contemplating its little form. And 
in truth it was a lovely thing to look upon^ as it 
lay just sinking into a placid slumber, in its 
long white wrapper ; the neatly crimped border 
of its night-cap lying so close round its soft, fair 
face, and its hands folded across its breast. 

But awaking from her reverie, the lady said, 
<' So, nurse, you think you could not find it in 
your heart to hurt this child ; and yet you know, 
there have been many, and even mothers too, 
who have murdered children." 

'' Ah ! ma'am, I have often wondered, when I 
have heard or read of such things, how they 
could do it. I am sure the hearts of such 
people must be wonderfully wicked.'' 

** Wonderfully wicked indeed, nurse ; and yet 
not more wicked than yours and mine." 

*" Oh ! madam, how can you say so ? Surely 
you do not think that either you or I could find 
it in our hearts to do such a thing P "- 
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'^ It is not what we think about our hearts, or 
about those of others, but what God, who cannot 
be mistaken, tells us in his Word concerning 
them, which should guide our opinion. Murder 
is enumerated in the list he has given us of 
those things which proceed out of the heart, 
(Mark vii. 21, 22.) And lest, in our pride, we 
should suppose that ours are not the hearts in- 
tended, he tells us in the thirty^third Psalm, 
that our hearts are fashioned alike ; and again, in 
Proverbs xxvii. 19, 'As in water, face answereth 
to face, so the heart of man to man.' Thus, 
when we hear of the crimes which others com- 
mit, instead of thinking we could never be 
induced to do such things, rather let us consider 
them as so many warnings to examine closely 
thtft evil fountain within us, whence flow all 
these bitter fruits ; remembering the admonition 
— * Let him that thinketh he standeth, take heed 
lest he fall !* " 

*^But, ma'am, some people are much more 
wickedly inclined than others." 
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''All have not the same temptations openly 
to violate God's lawd. Some are restrained by 
education and custom^ some by fear of punish- 
ment) and not a few by the desire of standing 
well in the opinion of their fellow-creatures. I 
for instance^ am surrounded by every blessing 
which competence can bestow. I know no want 
— I have no temptation to steal ; but did I feel 
the pinching hunger which is depicted in the 
face of yon poor shivering creature^ who is at 
this moment crossing the street, should I be 
honest P Dare I boldly say I should ? No^ I 
dare not ; for do I not know from the text I have 
just quoted, that my heart is like that of other 
people; and is not theft, as well as murder, men- 
tioned as proceeding ont of the heart P Then 
let me say, ' Unless, Lord, thy grace restrained 
me, I should steal.' " 

''Well really, ma'am, I do not think you 
would ever steal ; for though I am but a poor 
body compared to you, I am certain that I could 
never do such a disgraceful thing. I feel I 
would rather starve first." 
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** Nurse, do you ever wish for what does not 
belong to yon ?" 

Why, ma'am, as for that, I cannot say." 
And yet where, in the sight of the Searcher 
of hearts, is the difference ? Do you remember 
the account Achan gave of the progress of his 
crime ? — ' I saw a goodly Babylonish garment, 
and two hundred shekels of silver, and a wedge 
of gold of fifty shekels weight, then 1 coveted 
them, and took them.' (Joshua vii. 21.) We 
first desire, and then we take. The same Being 
that said, 'Thou shalt not steal,' said also, 
* Thou shalt not covet.' If we indulge in covet- 
onsness, let us be sure we are as guilty in his 
sight, as if we actually appropriated what we 
covet ; and that it is not the fear of displeasing 
him that restrains our hands, (as we shew by 
giving way to covetous feelings;) but some other 
motive — the fear of disgrace or punishment." 

^< But after all, ma'am, to steal is not as bad 
as to kill ; for there are many people who, though 

they steal, would certainly not kill." 
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*^ Man/' replied the lady, *' in his estimation 
of sin, is apt to judge of its enormity by the 
amount of injury the committal of it inflicts on 
his fellow-creature, and not by the afiront which 
he thereby offers to God. But what says the 
Scripture ? — ' He that offendeth in one point, is 
guilty of all/ As to imagining that there are 
many who steal, who would not commit murder, 
and that you and I could never be guilty of 
either — such a supposition would prove us very 
forgetful of the awful warnings contained in God's 
Word, as well as very ignorant of the natural 
depravity of our own hearts/' 

Whether the old woman's conscience bore secret 
testimony to the truth of the lady's observations, 
and that she, like all others who have a high 
opinion of the goodness of their own hearts, did 
not like to have her self-complacency disturbed, 
it would be difficult to say, but most probably 
this was the case; as when the conversation 
reached this point, she drew herself up— her 
colour became considerably higher than usual, 
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and she said, in an offended tone of voice, 
" Really, madam, I am sorry you have such a 
bad opinion of me ; I certainly never expected 
to be likened to Achan/' 

" To this half angry speech the lady mildly 
replied, ''Do not misunderstand me, nurse; I 
did not intend to say any thing to hurt your 
feelings. I only \^ished to prove to you, irom 
the Bible, the universal depravity of the human 
heart; and when I particularized yours and 
mine, I did so, because it is always wise to bring 
these things home to ourselves; but please to 
lay this little slumberer in her cot, and then 
reach me my Bible, and I will turn to some pas- 
sages which may serve further to instruct us in 
this matter/' 

The nurse did as she was desired ; and after 
having comfortably settled the infant in its bed, 
she handed the lady her book ; and seating her- 
self on a low chair near her, she took up her 
knitting, and signified her readiness to listen. 

The lady then read the history of Hazael, 
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remarking, as she did so, on the indignation he 
expressed, when first told of the crimes which he 
would eventually perpetrate. '^ So little," con- 
tinued she, '' did he suppose himself capable of 
such treachery and cruelty, that he seems to 
have shuddered at the bare mention of them, and 
exclaimed, < But what, is thy servant a dog, that 
he should do this great thing?' (2 Kings viii. 13.) 
And yet the sad sequel proved the truth of what 
God by his prophet had revealed. All Scrip- 
ture," continued the lady, << is profitable for in- 
struction." And does not what I have just read^ 
instruct us never to confide in our uprightness of 
intention, or in our own ability to resist tempta- 
tion?" 

'' But, ma'am, was not Hazael a heathen ? 
and a heathen, you know, could not be expected 
to be as good as those who have a right religion.*' 

'^We might imagine so, were not the evil 
doings of those who were God's own children 
likewise recorded. As if foreseeing the very 
objection you have raised, we find St. Paul, in 

40 



SELF-CONFIDEKCE. 

Rom. iii. 9^ asking the question — ^^ Are we better 
than they ?^ and also answering it — ' No, in no 
wise : for we have before proved both Jews and 
Gentiles, that they are all under sin.' Look, for 
instance, into what awful sins David fell, when 
unrestrained by divine grace. Perhaps there 
was a time when he thought he never would 
have committed them. But we find him, in 
Psalm cxix. 117, as well as in many other 
places, expressing a deep sense of his dependence 
upon God, for power to keep in the right way. 
If we turn to the New Testament, we hear poor, 
self-confident Peter vehemently exclaiming, in 
answer to our Lord's intimation that he would 
deny him — * Though I should die with thee, yet 
will I not deny thee. Likewise also said all the 
disciples,* (Matt.^xxvi. 35.) What a comment on 
this verse does the latter clause of the 56th 
verse of this same chapter afford — * Then all 
the disdples forsook him and fled.' How little 
reliance should we place upon ourselves, or on 
the goodness of our hearts, when the volume of 
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truth furnishes us with t^ach terrible examples 
of the crimes into which not only a heathen fell, 
but one of whom it is recorded^ that he was ^the 
man after God's own heart ;' and another, who 
was not only an apostle, but who also appears 
to have been one of his Master's most favoared 
companions. Bather let us acknowledge, with 
the Apostle Paul, that in us, that is in our flesh, 
dwelleth no good thing, (Rom. vii. 18.) And let 
us go to Christ Jesus, 'who of Grod is made 
unto us wisdom, and righteousness, and sanctifi- 
cation, and redemption,' (1 Cor. i. 36,) that we 
may receive out of his fulness ' grace for grace,' 
(John i. 16 ;) remembering that ' he fiUeth the 
hungry with good things, while the rich he send- 
eth empty away,' '* (Luke i. 53.) 

The lady ceased speaking ; and the old wo- 
man — from whose countenance all appearance of 
displeasure had been gradually fading, and an 
expression of deep thoughtfolness assuming its 
place — made no reply ; nor did the lady press 
the subject further; but satbfied with having 

42 



SELF-CONFIDENCE. 



obeyed the command — ^^'Cast thy bread upon 
the waters/' (Eccles. xi. 1,) she silently pleaded 
the promise — "My word shall not return unto 
me void." (Isaiah Iv. 11.) 

Whether nurse was convinced by what the 
lady said^ or rather by what the Bible said, (for 
you see that she proved all she advanced by the 
Word of Gody) does not appear. But 1 would 
ask yoU; my dear young reader, what you think 
of your heart ? Is your opinion regulated by 
God's Word, or by some preconceived notions o^ 
your own ? When you hear, or know, of the 
widced actions of others, what are the thoughts 
which arise in your breast P Is it the proud 
feeling that you are better than they, because 
you have not done such things ? Put far from 
yon the dangerous supposition. Had you been 
circumstanced exactly as they were, how do you 
know but that you would have acted far worse ? 
Bemember, by harbouring such a feeling, how 
much you resemble the proud Pharisee, who 
thanked God that he was not as other men ; and 
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remember also^ our Lord's declaration, that the 
poor self-condemned Publican, who smote upon 
his bresist saying, '^ God be merciful to me a 
sinner/' went down to his house justified rather 
than the other. If your heart were good, you 
would never do what is wrong ; for a good tree 
cannot bring forth evil fruit. I do not want you 
to say you think or feel what you really do not ; 
but I want you to watch your own heart ; and 
you will soon perceive how exactly true what 
God tells you about it is. 

Scripture is full of declarations of the neces- 
sity for a change of heart, and of promises to 
those who seek it. Go, then, at once to Him 
who is as willing as he is able to give what you 
ask. Ask in fiuth, nothing doubting, and rest 
not satisfied till you get an answer to your 
prayers. The man who asked for loaves, of 
whom we read in the parable, (Luke xi. 5,) did 
not go away till he got them. If you want, 
your parents to give you any thing, how you 
watch for a fitting opportunity to prefer your 
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request; and if they promise to comply mth 
yodr YdsheSy bat delay to do so^ how carefiil 
you are to remind them of it on every cooTenient 
occasion. Our Lord says^ '< Blessed are they 
that hunger and thirst afber righteousness." If 
you were hungry and thirsty^ nothing would 
satisfy you but food and drink. Vessels full of 
gold and sOver^ precious jewels, fine dresses^ 
would not do so ; you would willingly relinquish 
them all, for the nourishment you required. So 
it is with the soul that has been brought by God 
to hunger and thirst after righteousness : nothing 
can satisfy it, but being made holy. Go, then, 
in prayer to your Father who seeth in secret, 
and your Father who seeth in secret will reward 
you openly. Not only openly, when before men 
and angels he will acknowledge you as his child ; 
but even openly now, in this present life. 

Are you a passionate child? Go ask your 
Heavenly Father to enable you to subdue the 
first risings of your evil temper. Are you in 
the habit of telling untruths ? Ask for grace to 
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watch the door of yoar lips — entreat of him to 
impress on yoor mind that awful denunciation) 
*' All liars shall have their portion in the lake 
that hnmeth with fire and hrimstone." Are you 
dishonest ? are you disobedient ? are you idle P 
Go with each and every sin to your Father 
which heareth in secret^ and he will reward you 
openly, by giving you grace so to overcome your 
sins, that all will remark the change, and will 
say — " How that child is altered : he who used 
to be so passionate, or so deceitful, or so disho- 
nest, or so disobedient, or so idle — ^is now so 
gentle, so true, so honest, so obedient, so diligent, 
that he is quite like a new creature. 

When a poor person comes to us too frequently 
for assistance, we are apt to say to them — ** I 
relieved you very lately; why have you come 
so soon again? how can you expect me to help 
you so often ? you are troublesome — you presume 
on my kindness. But it is not thus with God ; 
for he giveth liberally, and upbraideth not ; and 
so far firom telling us that we ask too often, or 

46 



SELF-COMFIDENCB. 

too much, he says, on the contrary, *' Open thy 
mouth wide, and I will fill it." But you mast 
not suppose, that heaven is to be the reward of 
your holiness. No ; eternal life is the firee gift 
of God, through Jesus Christ our Lord. (Rom. 
vi. 23.) 

When the leper — who was a striking type of 
the sinner — was cleansed, he was to offer a gift, 
as a testimony or proof that he was cleansed. 
Not in order to obtain a cure ; but as a proof of 
his having obtained it. So it is with the poor 
sinner who has gone to Jesus to be cleansed from 
all his sin; being delivered from its punishment, 
he is also delivered firom its power. The love of 
God constrains him to serve God in newness of 
life, and to offer him a sincere, although, alas ! 
— owing to the flesh lusting against the spirit — 
an imperfect obedience. 

Pray, then, my dear young friend, for this 
faith, which, while it enables its possessor to 
believe to the saving of his soul, also purifies 
the heart, (Acts xv. 9,) and enables him to live 
as becomes the redeemed of the Lord. 
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Jesus, the leper by a touch restored, 

Altho* half donbtmg he a cure bad sought ; 

And bade him take an ofTring to the Lord, 
In proof of what his love for him had wrought. 

'Tis even thus with the ain-stiicken soul. 

Whom trembling faith to Jesus' feet has brought : 

** Lord, if thou wilt, 'tis thou canst make me whole. 
For thou a pardon for my sin has bought." 

Had the poor leper tried himself to cure, 
He ne'er had found deUverance from his pain ; 

And endless wrath the sinner must endure, 
Who hopes by works a pardon to obtain. 

With thankfdl haste, when he a cure had gain'd. 

The leper went to offer to the Lord ; 
The pardon'd soul, by love of Christ oonstrain'd, 

Walks in obedience to his holy Word. 

He feds his ans thro' Jesus' blood fori^v'n. 
He owns the Spirit, moulding him, thro' grace, 

For the inheritance laid up in heay'n, 
For all who wear His robe of righteousness. 

And now, in evidence that second birth 

Is no delufflon of fanatic brain ; 
He lets his '* light so shine" upon the earth, 

As gloiy for his Master's cause to gain. 

Thus he who did electing love deny, 

And brand it as a license ^ven to tSn, 
Is lured the sweetness of that love to try, 

And heaven of grace, and not of works, to win. 

Mabt. 
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OR, 

BEAR YE ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. 
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'^ O Mamma/' said Harriet Compton, ^^ \vas it 
not very stingy of Mrs. Bowen, not to give you 
anything towards the support of poor Dame 
Reid^ now that she is so very ill that she cannot 
work ; and you know Mrs. Bo wen has so often 
praised her, and said she liked so much to em- 
ploy her^ when she wanted any one to do char- 
work, as she always found her so industrious and 
cleanly ; and that she was so trustworthy, that 
she would not even waste, much less defraud her 
of the least thing. And then for Mrs. Bowen to 
say she could not afford to give you even a trifle, 
when she had just shewn us all the heautiful 

toys she had hought for her little boy ; and'' 

It is uncertain how much longer the little girl 
might have gone on expressing her indignation 
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at Mrs. Bowen's refiisal to help Dame Reid, had 
she not happened just at that moment to look 
up, and as she did so^ perceive in her mamma's 
countenance an expression which caused her at 
once to stop short in her harangue. 

''Harriet/' said Mrs. Compton^ looking her 
very steadily in the face, " for what purpose do 
you learn the Word of God ?" 

" That I may know his will," replied the child 
in a hesitating voice, and hlushing very deeply. 

" What was the first verse you repeated for 
me this morning ?" 

<* < Judge not, that ye he not judged.' " 

** You rememher what our Saviour said to his 
disciples — ' If ye know these things, happy are 
ye if ye do them.' We are not called upon to 
pronounce on our neighbours^ conduct — to their 
own Master all stand or fall ; but we are told 
to judge ourselves : so instead of judging others, 
let us look to ourselves, and try if we cannot, by 
a little more exertion and self-denial, manage to 
assist this poor woman, even though we fail to 
get as many to contribute as we had hoped.*' 

<' But, Mamma, how are we to do it ? You 
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know you said this morning, before we went to 
Mrs. Bowen's, tbat yon thought we had done 
all we could for her." 

'' I did say so, my child ; but I think I spoke 
without sufficient reflection. Come now, try and 
think if there be any way in which you can do 
any thing more for this poor creature than you 
have already done." 

" Why really. Mamma, I don't know what I 
could do: all my money is gone, and without 
money I cannot buy any more clothes to make 
for her. Besides, now that I have that set of 
petticoats to make, my time will be so fully 
occupied, that what between sewing, and lessons, 
and the time you always wish me to pass walk- 
ing, skipping, or taking exercise of some kind, I 
shall not have a moment's leisure." 

" Well, I will try and help you," said Mrs. 
Compton. 

'' Help me to do what, Mamma ?" 

" To devise a plan, which, by steadily pursu- 
ing* you may — notwithstanding your numerous 
avocations, in the enumeration of which," added 
she, smiling, ''you quite forgot to include talking 
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— be enabled to do sometliiiig more for poor 
Dame Reid^ and even before winter, buy the 
flannel she so much requires. Yon are a quick 
and skilful knitter; I heard your Aunt Margaret 
say the other day, she wanted several yards of 
knit edging; to trim a set of pinafores she intends 
making for her little girl. You know how often 
your papa is detained by business for ten minutes^ 
or a quarter of an hour, or even longer, after the 
hour appointed for dinner ; and I have remarked 
you generally spend that interval in looking out 
of the window, or in some way equally frivolous. 
Now suppose you were to employ it in knitting 
the edging your aunt requires. Those edgings 
are sold at threepence a yard; and I feel certain 
your aunt will have much pleasure in buying 
them from you, when she knows to what purpose 
the money is to be applied." 

''Oh yes, Mamma, I am sure she will. I will 
set about it this very day. But you^ Mamma — 
what can you do ? for you never spend Ma/, nor 
any other time, looking out of the window. You 
are always busy." 

Her mamma smiled ; but making no reply to 
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her question^ told her that when she went to take 
a walk with her hrother in the afternoon — ^which 
she always did, when the weather was sufficiently 
fine to allow of their going out — she might call 
at her aunt*s, and ask whether she would he so 
kind as to huy the edging she wanted from her ; 
also what patterns she would like, and how many 
yards long each piece was to be. 

Harriet was so eager to set out on her errand, 
that she thought her brother unusually long eat- 
ing his luncheon; and long before the hungry 
school-boy had finished, she appeared ready 
equipped for her walk, fidgetting by his side — 
a little basket hanging on her arm, containing 
samples of all the various patterns of knit edg- 
ing (and they were not a few) which she could 
do, with his hat nicely brushed in one hand, and 
his gloves in the other. 

" Why, Harriet, what is the matter, that you 
are in such a violent hurry to go out to-day." 

"O George, I am going on very important 
business ; but I wiU tell you all about it." 

Harriet, with all her faults — and she had 
several — ^was a very truthful child. She not 
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only would not tell a direct falsehood, bat when- 
ever she related any occurrence, always did so 
fairly and fully. She therefore recounted to her 
brother the whole of the conversation which had 
passed between her mother and herself; and 
concluded by informing him of the nice plan of 
which her mother had thought, to enable her 
further to assist Dame Reid. 

George was a good-natured boy ; he therefore 
hastily concluded his repast, and taking his hat 
and gloves from his sister, went with her to her 
aunt's. Fortunately for Harriet, they found that 
lady at home, and quite willing to accede to her 
request. After looking at the patterns, and se- 
lecting the six she liked best, she delighted Har- 
riet by saying, she would be glad if she would 
do three yards of each pattern for her, which 
would be sufficient to trim twelve pinafores, the 
number she intended making. '' I did not mean 
to have trimmed them all,^' added she ; ** but as 
it will assist the poor woman, I shall trim the 
dozen." Then opening the drawer of her work- 
table, and taking out six boar's-head spools. No. 
100, she presented them to her niece saying, 
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^' This is my contribution to your undertaking ; 
so if yon are industrious, and complete your 
task, you will have the whole four-and-sixpence 
to lay out for Dame Reid/' 

Harriet thanked her aunt; and having care- 
fully deposited the spools, together with the pat- 
terns, in her basket, returned home, and that 
very evening had the pleasure of commencing 
her task, as her papa did not make his appear- 
ance for several minutes afler the dinner hour. 

Harriet soon got so much into the habit of 
watching for opportunities, that she often found 
time to employ a few minutes in knitting, which 
would otherwise have been passed unprofitably. 
Once, just as she was going out with her mamma, 
an old lady met them on the steps, who wanted to 
speak to Mrs. Compton on business, and twice 
they had to wait a short time till a shower passed 
away ; so by improving these opportunities, (for 
Harriet kept her knitting, that she might have it 
at baud, in a neat little box on the table in the 
drawing-room) she was surprised to find how 
quickly her work went on. 
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"Look, Mamma,^ said she one day, ^*how 
much I have already done/' 

Her mamma examined the work, to satisfy 
herself that it was properly done ; and having 
expressed her approbation, added, "This is a 
proof, my dear Harriet, how much can be accom- 
plished by " redeeming the time." 

" I never well understood those words before. 
Mamma ; but I think I now feel what they mean. 
There is another text, that when it was read in 
Church last Sunday, I thought I would ask you 
to explain ; but I quite forgot it till this moment.'^ 
" What is it, my child ?" 
" * Bear ye one another's burdens.'" 
"A burden," replied her mother, "is some- 
thing one has to carry ; it does not necessarily 
follow it should be a bodily weight, or burden. 
There are burdens which weigh far more heavily 
on the mind, and which are far more grievous to 
bear, than any bodily burden. A fretful, impa- 
tient temper is a grievous burden to its unhappy 
possessor. Suppose, for a moment, that a child 
(we will call her Louisa) on sitting down at the 

accustomed hour to study her lessons, finds those 
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which have been marked for her to learn for the 
next day, by the lady who comes daily to instmct 
her, particularly long and difficult. On making 
this discovery, instead of applying herself with 
more than usual diligence, she begins to fret, and 
spends the time she should employ in learning 
them in useless regrets at the lessons being, as 
she terms them, so very hard, which she declares 
is peculiarly disagreeable, as her elder sister had 
promised to take her to see a lady who has a 
dear little baby, whom Louisa delights to nurse 
and play with. It is drawing near the appointed 
hour; her sister opens the door and says, 'Well, 
Louisa, I hope you know your lessons, I shall 
soon be ready to go out.^ On hearing this, 
Louisa's tears begin to flow, and she passionately 
sobs out — ' Know them ! how can I know them, 
when they are all so long, and this horrid gram- 
mar IS so very very hard.' Her sister does not 
increase her distress and angry feelings, by re- 
proaching her for her idleness and ill-humour, 
and conclude by saying, ' You know I told you I 
should be ready exactly at three o'clock, and I 
shall not wait for you.' But she comes in, and 
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sittiiig down by the weeping child, says in a kind 
Toice^ ' Oh come^ Loo, I dare say the lessons are 
not so difficult as yon imagine. Let me see if I 
cannot put you in the way of learning them better/ 

" She then kindly and patiently goes over the 
half-learned lessons with the little girl., explain- 
ing and simplifying them, till even the horrid 
grammar loses half its difficulties. 

<^ ' Now Louisa,' says she, rising, ' I will go 
about a little commission mamma gave me to 
execute in the town, and then come back for yoa 
to go with me to see our friend, as I am sure by 
that time you will know these lessons thoroughly.' 

'^ Oh ! how poor Louisa's burden has been 
lightened. The example of love, patience, and 
gentleness, set by her sister, has had its due 
effect; it has soothed, while it made her feel 
ashamed of her own impatience and ill tem«- 
per. She no longer frets and idles ; but bring- 
ing a willing mind to her task, it is soon, and 
properly accomplished; and when her sister 
again opens the door, a different and a better 
child greets her, in the Louisa who now jumps 
up to accompany her exclaiming, ' I am quite 
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ready now ; thanks to you, dear sister^ for giving 
yourself the trouble to teach me my lessons/ *' 

*^ And thanks to you, too^ dear Mamma/' said 
Harriet, " for giving yourself the trouble to ex- 
plain the Terse so nicely to me." 

'^ 1 am glad^ my dear, you like my illustra- 
tion. I will try and give one or two more ex- 
amples, which will help you still further to 
understand this precept, as it is one which we 
should endeavour to have particularly impressed 
on our minds, being part of that charity which 
beareth all things. (1 Cor. xiii. 7.) 

" A mother, for instance, who cannot afford to 
have a governess for her children, sits down, 
immediately after breakfast, to instruct them. 
In a short time the servant knocks at the school- 
room door ; she has come to request her mistress 
to go to the kitchen for a few minutes. The 
lady feels annoyed at the interruption, as she is 
in the habit of rising early — far earlier than she 
would do, if she only consulted her own health 
and comfort — in order to attend to her domestic 
concerns ; so that she may have the entire fore- 
noon to devote to the improvement of her chil- 
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drea. Bat her servant has forgotten, or misan^ 
derstood some direction : the mother mast leave 
her children for a few minutes, and desires them, 
as she is going out of the room, to remain quiets 
and look over their lessons daring her absence. 
Bat how does she find them employed on her 
return? Some are playing with the pen and 
ink, others jumping on the stools and chairs, and 
two are contending for the possession of a book, 
which neither, if he had it, would ase ; in short, 
not one is doing as he had been desired. Oh ! 
what a pang does that poor mother^s heart feel, 
as she witnesses the scene, and how much have 
her children added to her already heavy burden. 
That evening she desires to read a book a friend 
has lent her ; but as she is sitting down to do so, 
she remembers that her little boys' coats require 
some repairs. She lays aside her book, and 
mends them, saying, as she finishes her task, 
' Well, I have thoroughly repaired those coats, 
and I hope to-morrow evening I shall be able to 
read my book.' The next evening she again 
takes it up, feeling she can now do so without 
neglecting any duty, when the door opens, and 
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in comes one of her little boys, with the sleeve 
of his jacket sadly torn, exclaiming, ' Oh ! Mam- 
ma, I did not mean to tear my coat ; bat as I 
was getting through the hedge, into the field at 
the end of the plantation, to see if there were 
any mushrooms where we found them last year, 
my coat caught in the brambles, and before I 
could get away, it was all torn.' When the 
child said he did not mean to tear his dress, he 
said what was true; but as his mother again 
put by her book, she felt that if her child had 
been influenced by right feelings, he would have 
said to himself — ' I will go round by the gate 
into the field to look for the mushrooms, and not 
through the hedge ; as if I do, I may tear my 
clothes, and then poor mamma, who has already 
so much to do, will have to mend them.' 

''Let us suppose another case. A servant 
has a kind mistress ; but she is very, very par- 
ticular about the deanliDess of her house ; and 
having heard unexpectedly that a visitor is to 
arrive early next morning, she desires the ser- 
vant to scour the porch and steps, that the en- 
trance to the house may look particularly nice. 
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They had been scoured on the usual day ; and 
the girl, who had supposed her rough work 
finished^ feels at the moment her servitude a 
burden, and the words — < I am sure the place is 
clean enough/ rise to her lips; she represses 
them with an effort, and sets about the job, 
but not with her usual alacrity. Just as she 
has completed it, the children of the family 
appear at the door with very dirty shoes, the 
foremost of the group is in the act of bounding 
forward on to the still wet steps, when he stops 
short, saying. Ah ! Susan, our shoes are so dirty, 
we shall spoil your dean steps if we go upon 
them, please to bring down the scraper, and we 
will clean our shoes before we go up.' 

** Now this consideration has chased away all 
remains of suUenness from Susan's breast ; and 
as she hastens to comply with his request, she 
thinks — ' Well, if mistress is particular, she has 
taught the children to be so too ; for they never 
spoil my work, or make more dirt than they can 
help.'" 

When Mrs. Compton ceased speaking, Harriet 
said — and as she said it tears came into her eyes 
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— '' I fear, dear Mamma, I very often iDcrease 
your burdens, though I am sure you often help 
me to bear mine ; but I hope, now that you have 
taken such pains to make me understand this 
text, that I shall take more pains to do what it 
commands." 

<^ I hope you will, my child ; and above all 
remember, how our Saviour — who was ever the 
FulfiUer as well as the Author of the law — ful- 
filled this precept as none other could have done, 
when he bore our griefs and carried our sorrows, 
being wounded for our transgressions, and bruised 
for our iniquities.^' (Isaiah liii. 4, 5.) 

Time passed quickly and happily away with 
Harriet, as time which is properly and fully 
occupied always does. Summer was drawing to 
a close, and so, too, was Harriet's knitting. The 
eighteen yards were nearly completed, when one 
day, as she entered the drawing-room, she found 
her mamma with the knitting box in her hand. 
" I have just," said Mrs. Compton, *' been look- 
ing over your work, and I see it is nearly fin- 
ished. I must now shew you what I have been 
about." So saying, she put into her daughter's 
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hand a little book^ entitled, '^Wild Strawber- 
ries/' desiring her to read it. Harriet looked 
puzzled, when her mamma said, ^ I watched for 
opportunities as well as you, and found time to 
write that little book. A friend kindly got it 
printed for me ; and I hope that with the profits 
arising from its sale, and the money yon are to 
get for your work, we shall, by haying redeemed 
time, be enabled to help poor Dame Beid to bear 
her heavy burden of poverty and sickness." 



Sweet loving-kindiiess ! come adorn my walk, 
Dwell in my heart, and influence my talk ; 
Nor let me willing lend attentive ear 
To the report of evil which I hear. 
For little wonld the slanderer's arts avail, 
If none were found to listen to his tale. 
Then let it ever be my effort still 
To spread the good and to suppress the ill ; 
To cultivate the op'ning blossom fair; 
To cheer the drooping spirit, vex'd with care ; 
To mitigate the soul's deep-seated griei^ 
Or to the suffering body bring relief; 
To sooth the ruffled temper, and to share 
The burdens others are constrained to bear. 
And when by justice called to r^rimand, 
Let the remembrance, that "by grace I stand,** 
Lead me to try the wand'rer back to win. 
Loving the anner, while I hate the sin. 
64 



EDWARD; 

OR 

THE WILD STRAVA/BERRIES. 



f^^^^^0^0%0*0%0%^^%^t^t^^t^^^^0^^^l^^^^^>^^» 



One fine morning Edward and his nurse were 
walking down a pretty lane, when suddenly let- 
ting go her hand, the little boy ran towards one 
of its sunny banks, exclaiming — " Oh ! nurse, 
look what beautiful tiny strawberries; so red 
and 80 bright.'' 

" Do not gather them. Master Edward." 
" Not gather them ! Why not, nurse ? I am 
sure they are quite ripe.'* 

*' I am sure of that too, my dear ; but you 
know you get plenty of strawberries in the gar- 
den. Look at the cottage we see peeping out 
from the trees yonder. Several little chUdren 
live there ; but there are no strawberries, nor 
fruit of any kind, growing in the small patch of 
ground in front of it — only cabbages, and a few 
potatoes and turnips. Will you not leave these 
strawberries for them ?" 
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Now Edward loved his narse, though she had 
only had the care of him for a short time ; for 
she had that quiet look and maoner which pecu- 
liarly engage, not only the a£fection, but the re- 
sjpect of children ; so — though I am not certain 
that Edward fully appreciated her reasons for 
desiring him not to gather the fruit — he said, 
*' Well, Nurse, as you tell me not to take them, 
I will not." 

*^ Thank you my dear child," said the old wo- 
man affectionately. << It is very kind of you to 
attend to my wishes. I will shew you," conti- 
nued she, *' when we return to the house, some 
lines which a lady, with whom I lived many 
years ago, wrote for her two little girls. But 
both she and they have long since gone to their 
happy home." 

" And where was that, Nurse ? Were they 
not at home when you lived with them P" 

" They were in their earthly home, and a 
pretty home it was ; but 1 mean by their being 
gone to their happy home, that they are all dead, 
and that their happy spirits are gone to heaven." 

" Then I suppose they were very good," said 
^dward. 
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" They were good ; for all their actions proved 
that they loved and feared God ; not that they 
were born with better hearts than other people. 
Do you remember, Master Edward, the verse I 
made yon repeat after me yesterday, about what 
God says the heart is ?" 

" Not quite ; but if you will say it again, I 
will try to remember it." 

Nurse repeated the verse two or three times, 
and Edward said it after her — *' The heart is 
deceitful above all things, and desperately wick- 
ed : who can know it?" (Jer. xvii. 9.) She 
then continued : — " My dear mistress had been 
taught by God's Holy Spirit to feel the truth of 
that verse, and had been led to ask him to for- 
give her sins for Jesus^ sake, and to give her a 
new heart ; and God did so. So she loved him, 
and shewed her love, by trying to do what he 
commands. And she lived to see her little girls 
doing the same.**' 

When they reached home Edward's dinner 
was ready. He wanted his nurse to read the 
lines she had told him of, immediately ; but she 
would not do so, and said it would not be right 

67 



HOME SUNDAY-LIBRARY. 

of him not to go to his dinner at the proper 
time ; bat that after both he and she had dined, 
she would have pleasure in reading them to him. 
Bo in the afltemoon she opened a little desk, 
which she kept in a jMress in the nursery, and 
selecting a paper from among some others which 
were tied up with H, she called Edward to her ; 
and taking him on her knee/ she read fior him 
the following lines :<^ 

Oh ! gather not the stmwbeny wild, 
But leaye it for the peasant child. 
You all haye gardens large and fair, 
Plenty of fruit, and some to spare; 
While he has none, and scarcely knows 
The fruit that in a garden grows : 
The juicy produce of the vine ; 
The downy peach, and nectarine ; 
The luscious plums of various hue, 
Yellow, and green, and red, and hluc ; 
Melons in golden lind encased, 
And in divisions nicely traced; 
The raspherry with its slender cane, 
And crop that comes so oft again ; 
And cherries, just like waxen balls, 
Their branches train'd along the walls ; 
The goosebeny soft, and round, and ripe ; 
And currants, black, and red, and white, 
Hanging in graceful bunches full, 
So easy too, and nice to pull ; 
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And strawberries ten times the size 
Of tiiose which ohaxm the peasant's eyes. 
These, and fiilly many sudi as these, 
He never tastes, and seldom sees ^ 
Then leave faim, therefore, I beseech, 
Such firnit a0 grows witldn his reach* 
Oft as yonr daJnties you reeeiYe, 
Beserve a gen'roos share to give ; 
And when you take your walks abroad. 
Bring out with you tiie tempting hoard, 
Which, as some cabin door you pass. 
Freely bestow on lad and lass. 
Then mark the look of glad surprise. 
That lightens up their laughing eyes. 
As he his forelock pulls, and she 
Bobs down with rostic conrtesy. 
Both to the veiy temples blui^. 
And straight into the cottage rush. 
Exclaiming each — " Oh ! Mother, see 
The firuit that has been given me." 
They now with eager haste prepare 
To ^ve to all an equal share. 
" Come, wee wee Brother, Sister, come — 
Look, here's for baby a soft plum ; 
And here's for mother a big pear. 
And this for Mher, well leave there." 
'Tis thus the treasure they divide, 
And murmur not, nor grudge, nor chide. 
Oft have I mAik'd, and pondei'd o'er 

How little Bftlfifthneas you meet 
Among the children of the poor — . 

Children who rarely get a treat 
Whate'er you give, the/U take a bite. 

Or only smell, and taste it not, 
Then hasten home with all their might, 

To shew and share what they have got. 
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Oh ! what a leami this ooiiTeyB 
To children who have niggard ways^ 
Who tho' their wants are all supplied. 
And many laznries have besde, 
Yet ever gmdge their sweets to share, 
Or even from abnndanoe spare 
Some little part, the poor to bless, 
And render their privations less. 
Then gather not the strawberry wild, 
But l^ve it for the peasant child. 

When she had fioishedy Edward said he liked 
the lines very mach, and assured his nnrse that 
he would never again gather the wild strawber- 
ries, but leave them for the poor children who 
have none in their gardens ; and that he would be 
generous, and ask his mamma to give him more 
fruit than she usually did, that he might give it 
to those who have none. 

" To leave the wild strawberries will be gen- 
erous ; because by so doing you will deny your- 
self the gratification of having them ; but to get 
more fruit from your mamma than you want, in 
order to give to others, would not be so ; for you 
would not then practise any self-denial. To 
part with what you do not want, is not being 
generous." 
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*' I never thought of that before^ Nurse. 
How came you to think of it ?^' 

" I am very much older than you are ; and 
old people learn to weigh their actions. But 
bow now, little Master ! why do you look so 
surprised ?" 

'< Because/' replied Edward, speaking very 
slowly, " I do not know how you can weigh your 
actions. When I went to town last week with 
mamma, the man from whom she bought the 
raisins put them into the scales to weigh them. 
But how could you put your actions into the 
scales P You do not mean to say you do that." 

" No ; that is not exactly what I mean," re- 
plied she, smiling. ** Yet you are not far out ; 
for it is to the balance of the sanctuary they 
must be brought." 

Seeing Edward look still more puzzled, the 
old woman added, ** But come, I must try and 
make you understand what I do mean. Listen : 
we must bring all we think, and say, and do, 
and compare, or weigh it, with what God tells 
us in his Word our thoughts, words, and ac- 
tions should be." 
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<< Ah I Nurse, I understand you now ; and I 
will try and begin to weigh mine. Bnt," said 
he, stopping shorty and looking sad> ** how can I 
do that, when I cannot read?'' 

" Well, my dear child, this is an additional 
motive why you should take more pains than 
yon do, to leam to read. And in the meantime 
you must mind and weigh them in the little pair 
of scales yon carry in your bosom-— I mean your 
consdenoe, which you know generally tells you 
whether you are doing right or wrong." 

'^ Oh ! how very funny, to have a little pair 
of scales in my bosom. Thank you, dear, dear 
Nurse," said tiie affectionate child ; ^' I will try 
and use my little pair of scales/' 




GRAND-PAPA AND THE SAND HILLS. 



^fc^»\^^^^^^^^^^^b^^^#^^ 



^' Come, dear Mamma/' said a group of happy 
children, as they closed round the fire, on which 
a lump of cannel coal had been lately placed, 
one evening during the Christmas vacation, '^ do 
tell us some of your nice stories about things which 
happened when you were a child." " Oh ! yes, 
Mamma," said little William, the youngest of the 
party, ^^ please tell us that pretty story about 
grand-papa and the sand hills/' 

'' I am afraid, my dear children, I have told 
you all my stories so often, that they will no 
longer interest you." 

<<0! dear Mamma, do not say so, we all 
like to hear them so much ; we never grow tired 
of them, because they are all true. Pray do 
tell us the story William has asked for. Besides, 
Henrietta, (a young friend who had come to 

78 



HOME SUNPAT-LIBBABT. 

spend a few days with them,) has never heard 
it." 

" Well, I am quite ready to comply with your 
wishes, and will relate the occurrence you men- 
tion. But I must tell you, I had anticipated 
your usual demand for reminiscences of my 
childhood ; as I always remark you number them 
among the indulgences you expect at this happy 
season ; and feeling, as 1 said before, that the 
anecdotes of my youthful years had no longer the 
attraction of novelty, I have written a little 
narrative, of an event which occurred a few 
years after your papa and I first came to reside 
in this neighbourhood, long before most of you 
were bom." 

*^ Thank you. Mamma, thank you," replied the 
children. " A written story ! that will be nice. 
" And is it all true, also T* 

" All the material points are quite true ; and 
I have even employed the very words used by the 
persons concerned. But I must tell you the 
story William named; and after that, I will 
read you the other. 
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*' On that part of the eastern coast of England 
where I was bom, large tracts of sand hills, 
covered with short grass, with here and there a 
little thicket of stnnted bashes, extend from the 
breadth of half a mile to two miles, or in some 
places even more, between the cliffs in which 
the cultivated lands terminate, and the sea. 

'^ Yonr grand-papa was one fine summer even- 
ing winding his way between these sand hills, on 
his return from a distant part of his parish, 
when suddenly he thought he heard a moan. 
He stopped, looked round, bat could not see 
any one. Again he heard a moan, and another, 
and another. He listened attentively, and be- 
came convinced that the sound proceeded from 
a fellow-creature in distress. He walked to and 
fro ; he looked on all sides, but could perceive no 
trace of any human being. He again stood still 
and listened; then cautiously advanced in the 
direction from which he thought the sound pro- 
ceeded, till guided by his anxious ear, he arrived 
at a spot from which he no longer doubted that 
it issued. Immediately throwing off his coat, 
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and kneeling down^ he began clearing away the 
sand with his hands. This was no easy matter, 
as the loose sand rolled down, and filled up the 
cavity almost as fast as he made itj but as he 
was now fully persuaded that some poor creature. 
wa3 buried beneath, he redoubled his efforts, 
and at length came to a number of brandies and 
«tieks, and on removing some of them, discovered 
underneath a lad, whom he succeeded, with 
much difficulty, in rescuing from his strange and 
perilous situation. Life seemed nearly extinct. 
Your grand-papa untied the poor boy's neck 
cloth, wiped his clammy brow, and chafed bis 
stiffening hands; and aflter the lapse of some 
minutes, the firesh breeze which began to spring 
up from the sea revived him. He opened his 
eyes, looked wildly round, and then seeing your 
grand-papa, he. faintly said, '0! Sir, there 
is another boy under the sand ; save him, save 
him.' Not a moment was to be lost. Your 
grand-papa waited not to hear another word, 
but gently laying the boy (whom, when he re- 
vived, he had raised upon his arm) down on the 
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grass, he again applied himself to his arduous 
tafik ; and after clearing away a great many 
more sticks, and other rubbish, he reached the 
other boy ; but on drawing him out, it was too 
apparent that assistance had come too late. He 
Was quite dead. 

^* At this moment, your grand-papa perceived 
some countrymen at a distance ; calling them to 
him, he explained, in a few words, what had 
occurred, and begged their aid to remove the 
survivor to the nearest farm-house. This they 
willingly gave; and the poor boy, (who was 
about fifteen) was charitably received by the 
honest farmer, and his kind-hearted wife, who 
had him placed in bed, and then set about 
preparing some light nourishing food for him. 

** The two men who had assisted in removing 
him, then returned with a hurdle, for the corpse 
of the other lad, which they conveyed to the 
nearest village. 

" After the lapse of a few hours, the survivor 
was sufficiently recovered to state, that he and 
bis companion, who were orphAns, had been 
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placed as apprentices on board a small coasting 
vessel. They were treated with great cruelty 
by the master and crew ; and had to endure so 
many hardships, that they resolved to run away 
whenever an opportunity should present itself; 
and the ship having come to an anchor at Bord- 
sea Haven, they had together effected their 
purpose. Afraid of being discovered, they avoided 
going to any of the neighbouring villages ; but 
having perceived, as they wandered about, a 
hollow place in the side of a sand hill, they 
made it suffidently large to afford them a shelter, 
and lined and supported it with broken branches 
of trees, and with stakes which they pulled out 
of fences. They then threw up sand in front, 
so as to hide it from observation as much as 
possible, leaving only a small hole by which to 
go in and out. 

'< In this sort of cave, they had lived for three 
weeks ; keeping dose by day, and prowling about 
by night, robbing the hen-roosts belonging to 
the cottages bordering the cliffs. On the poultry 
thus sadly obtained, they had managed to exist. 
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They had a flint and steel, which enabled them 
to strike a light, and kindle a fire; they had 
also brought a gridiron with them, when they 
left the ship, on which they broiled their food, 
and they were actnally thos engaged, when their 
frail tenement, suddenly giving way, they were 
buried beneath a mass of sand, mud, and sticks ; 
and the lives of both must have inevitably been 
sacrificed, had not your grand-papa providen- 
tially passed at the time he did. 

'^ The poor lad seemed deeply afiected at the 
awful fate of his comrade in sin and sorrow, 
as well as by his own wonderfiil escape. 

** I cannot tell what eventually became of him, 

as your grand-papa, owing to ill health, soon 

after left the country, to remove to a warmer 

climate ; but it is to be hoped, that the kindness 

of those who placed him in a situation where he 

might earn a livelihood, was not in vain ; and 

that he became a respectable member of society, 

* doing his duty in that state of life, to which it 

pleased God to call him.' " 

'^ Oh ! it is a sad story, Mamma." 
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" It isy indeed^ my dears, and should serve as 
a warning to ns, that however uncomfortable or 
distasteful our situation may be, we should never 
venture to attempt to better it by means which 
are contrary to the commands of our Heavenly 
Father. Poor boys ! It is probable they knew 
little or nothing of the Word of God, and were 
ignorant of his love, as manifested in Christ 
Jesus ; for at the period I have been speaking of, 
the poor had not the predous advantages they 
now enjoy. Sunday Schools were unknown, and 
but few of their better instructed neighbours 
seemed to care for their souls. 

'^But I have promised you a tale of later 
years ; and I will now read you the account of 
one who was a Sunday School scholar. William, 
hand me my little writing-case, and light my 
candle ; for great as is the light from that bright 
fire, I think my old eyes will require more to 
read by." 

William was not long in doing as he was 
desired, and the children were soon again all 
attention. 
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Some yean ago, lived at "The Fann," 
A simple oonple, free from harm ; 
IndustriouSy honest, sober, true, 
With sons and dan^ten not a few. 
One of their giils, Snsan by name, 
Soon raised in Hodge's breast a flame. 
A flEurmer he, with well stocked land, 
And fifty guineas at command ; 
Of figore tall, and face not plain, 
And character without a atain. 
And Snsan was a pretty maid, 

(The darling of her family) 
Neatly and modestly array'd. 

And not in nsdess finery. 

No flowing -veils, and gandy pins, 

Brooches of glass, and tromp*^ zings ; 

No flow'za, but dean and well-kept hair 

ComVd smooth across her forehead fair ; 

No penny lace, nor herring bone, 

Aronnd her handkerchief was sewn ; 

No hose of open-work had she. 

Nor down-trod shoes, as oft I see 

On ooontiy giils ; but on her foet 

Were shoes and stockings strong and neat ; 

No broider'd cnffl, and black lace mitt, 

But glove of wool or cotton knit ; 

No flounces strealbug on the gromid ; 
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Kor trimmings on her clothes were found. 
But ever plainly was she drest, 
Like one of much good sense possest 
Of active turn, and temper sweet, 
For Farmer Hodge a partner meet 
Well could she wash, and make, and mend, 
And bake, and on the poultry tend ; 
The chum and milk-tubs to her care 
Owed their appearance, bright and fair. 
And then her butter — *twas so nice, 
It always brought the highest price. 
Nor did she, like a foolish lass. 
Neglected let the Sabbath pass; 
But early on the sacred day, 
To catechism bent her way ; 
And after Church it was her rule 
Always to come to Sunday School, 
Her well-leamed lesson to repeat: 
She found the ways of wisdom sweet. 
Attentive to instruction's voice. 
She of the better part made choice, 
And early learned to love and serve, 

Jesus her Saviour and her Lord, 
Nor from that better part to swerve, 

For all that earthly joys afford. 

Had Hodge search'd Lreland thro* and thro* 

A fitter partner than young Sue, 
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He had not found to share his &te, 
And bless him in the married state. 
Quickly it was agreed that they 

Should call each other man and wife, 
And speedily was named the day, 

To make them snch as long as life. 
Soon as I heard of their intent, 
I straightway to the kitchen went, 
And bade my cook her art display 

In paddings nice, and tarts, and pies. 
With which, npon the wedding day, 

I might my mstic Mends surprise. 

And now has come that wish'd-for time 

The brightest day of lifers snnshine ; 

When, with her parents* sanction blest, 

She wed the youth she loved the best 

But I my story must resnme — 

At proper hour that afternoon, 

Set out on trays, with studied care^ 

And ooyer*d o*er with linen fair, 

With message kind, I sent the hoard 

I had {ffepared to grace their board. 

The dame herself received the trays 

With fiioe of wonder — ^words of praise ; 

Her best of thanks she sends to me — 

Then, turning to the company. 

And fondly glancing at the bride, 
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AxmounceB with a motlier*8 pride, — 
(Pride did I say ! Nb I nraftt daim 
For that one look a purer name ; 
For by that glance she did express 
Her heart's deep-seated tenderness !) — 
** That *twas to Susan Madam sent 
Those dainties as a compliment" 
The following mom the motiier came 
To thank me in her datighter's name, 
(And in her own) " For she, poor thing, 
Was diffident her thanks to bring: 
Bat, Madam, begs yon will aoce|»t 
Her duty, and her best respect. 
Indeed we veiy much had tried, 
Things comfortable to proYide 
In our poor way, with much ado, 

That all might have enough at least ; 
But then, kind Madam, it wa6 you 

Who set the blossom on our feast*' 



And here I would my stoty dose, 

But more I must in truth disdose. 

Some months on swilt-fledged pinions flew 

Over the heads of Hodge and Sue ; 

And happiness was said to dwell 

Beneath their roo^ all went so well. 
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But ah I incapable to bless 
Has ever proved all earthly joy, 

How soon can angnish and distress 
Its brightest, pnrest fruits destroy. 

Susan now shortly hoped to daim 

For her yonng setf a mother's name. 

The time arrived — ^with gratefbl joy 

Both parents hail*d a baby boy. 

Alas ! how soon that joy was fled — 

Their babe was nnmber'd with the dead ; 

Before six months had passed away, 

Under the sod his body lay. 

His spirit, doubtless, went to heaVn, 

In Adam dead — In Christ foigiVn. 

Soon after this it did appear 

Long Susan could not sojourn here. 

The frequent cough, the loss of sleep, 

The eqparldmg eye, the hectic cheek ; 

The &ding form, fh)m day to day, 

Bespoke consumption's sure decay. 

lake fragile rose, she lovelier grew, 

The nearer dissolution drew. 

And tho' her strength was spent and gone, 

Most beautiful to look upon I* 



. latifbl »ppe«rmiiee of penoos dying of 

couaniDtion ; Imi the above i» Che only uutance of the kind I ever 
met with. 



• I hed often heerd of the besatifbl m 
on; 
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But lovelier &x it was to trace 

In that young heart the work of grace ; 

Which, rip*ning as away she past, 

A halo bright around her cast. 

I saw her near her dying hour — 

She spoke to me of Jesus^ pow*r 

And willingness her soul to save, 

Since he his life a ransom gave. 

She said she felt " no doubt, no fear — 

Her Saviour was for ever near ; 

That he made all her dying bed— 

His arm was underneath her head. 

Since he saw fit she should not stay, 

She was quite ready to obey ; 

As he knew what was for the best, 

She could in full reliance rest 

Upon his love— that love untold, 

Which sought and brought her to his fold.'* 

At length, without a dgh, her breath 

She gently yielded up in death ; 

Asleep in Jesus Christ she fell. 

Her Saviour whom she loved so well. 

" That is another sad story, Mamma." 
'* Say not so, my children, but rather assent 
to the truth of the remark which Susan herself 
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made, Hhat since Jesus had given such costly 
proofe of his love. He surely called her so early 
away, because he knew, in his infinite wisdom, 
that it was best for her to be removed.' Besides, 
remember that happy as she was in her little 
peaceful home, she was exchanging her cottage 
for a palace — an earthly for a heavenly inheri- 
tance, ' incorruptible, undefiled^ that passeth not 
away' — the smiles and society of her kindred 
here below, for the presence of her Saviour, and 
of the ' spirits of the just made perfect/ 

'' Instead of lamenting for Susan, rather ad- 
mire the goodness of God in giving her grace, 
while still in the enjoyment of health and strength, 
to choose the narrow way which leadeth to 
eternal life; so that she could, in the hour of 
death, so triumphantly testify to the ^ truth as 
it is in Jesus.' " 

The flow*r that blooms the earliest, 

The soonest fades away ; 
Young hopes they are the brightest, 

The quickest to decay. 

But all hopes are not like the flowV 

That blooms to-day — to-morrow dies ; 
The transient sunbeam of an hour, 
Lost amid life's realities. 
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No, those wliidi apriiig finm Immfale £uth 
In the Bedeemer's saTiiig pow¥. 

Glow IngMest at th' jqipmeh of death, 
3Kbr lesre vb in our dying hour. 

Then oh ! -while youth and heahfa are thine, 
Seek eamesfljr fbj Saviom^ loye ; 

So to the end thy hope shall shine, 
Not lost, bnt realized above. 
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^i^t^i^M«^«««^M«tf«tf4tf«a«a«««^*««0W«««#*^ 



" Love your enemies !" " What does that mean ?" 
said a little girl named Harriet, interrupting her- 
selfy while reading the fifth chapter of St. Mat- 
thew's Gospel to her aunt. '^ What is an enemy?" 

"A person/' said her aunt, ''who treats you 
unkindly and unjustly, who hates you, and tries 
to injure you in various ways." 

*• I could not love such a one," Aunt. 

** Why could you not," Harriet P 

'' Oh ! it would he too hard. What ! should 
I love a person for hating meP I love my 
friends, because they, are kind to me ; and other 
people whom I do not know, I do not care about ; 
but I should heariUy <Mslike any one who was ill- 
natured to me, and hated me.'^ 

" But, Harriet, this is our Blessed Saviour's 
command, ^' Love your enemies, bless them that 

89. 



HOME SUNDAY LIBBABY. 

curse yoo^ do good to them that hate you^ and 
pray for them which despiteiully nae you and 
persecute you.' " Matt. v. 34. 

'' I could not do this^ dear Aunt ; my heart 
does not agree with \ty and I don't helieve any 
one was ever ahle to obey it." 

" Well, Harriet, would you like to hear a true 
story ?" 

" Yes, dear Aunt." 

"There is a part of the world, you know, 
called the West Indies, where sugar, and coffee, 
and tobacco are cultivated. The persons em- 
ployed as labourers, are poor negroes ; many of 
them having been seized by force on the coast of 
Africa, and brought to the West Indies^ and then 
sold to white men to become slaves. They are 
able to labour so much under the hot sun, which 
white men could not do, that they are considered 
valuable property, when young and healthy. 
They are sometimes, however, very cmeliy 
treated by their masteis, in order that they may 
gain the greater profit by their labour." 

"Oh! Aunt," interrupted Harriet,- "is not 
that very wrong? Surely, they ought to be 
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treated even with greater kindness^ when it is 
considered that they are far from home, and from 
all their own friends/' 

''True, Harriet/' said her aunt, ''and this 
very snhject has been considered so strongly by 
every one who felt rightly about it, that a law . 
was made some years ago in England, which set 
all the poor negroes in the Queen's dominicms at 
liberty ; but there are many slaves still in other 
parts of the world, who suffer very much. 

*' On one of the estates a poor slave became 
very iU, and could not work ; he was threatened, 
and beaten to no purpose ; he was too weak to 
make any exertion, and was at length cast out 
from among his fellows, to die. Here he might 
soon have perished, suffering as he was from the 
scorching heat of the sun and the fever of his 
body ; for he was unable to procure a drop of 
water to quench his thirst ; but another slave 
who happened to pass that way, saw his de-> 
plorable state, and immediately gave him all the 
assistance in his power. He carried him to his 
hut, and laid him on his own rush matrass, and 
washed his eyes and mouth from the insects 
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which had settled there; he poaied milk and 
water down his throat, and sapporting his feehle 
frame as gently as he oould, spoke words of 
kindness and encouragement to him. Nor did 
hb good offices end here, the poor fldck slayers 
, eomplaint was tedious, and continued to keep him 
suffering and helpless for a long time. His fever 
brought on grievans boils and sores over his body, 
and made him an object of disgust as. well as 
pity ; bnt his kind friend never deserted him, 
aod at times when his own master's service did 
not require his attendance, he was at the side of 
the poor sufferer, watching him with tiie ten- 
derness which an attadied ehOd would show to 
a bebved parent. A gentleman, who bad taken 
notice of these circumstances, came up one day 
to the generous slave, and said *^ 1 suppose the 
sick man is your father or some near relation of 
yours ?" 

<< No, Massa.'' 

'' Some, friend, then, whom you know a long 
time in your own country ?" 

'< No, Massa." 

" Well, then, 6omc one who has laid you under 
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a deep obligation^ and you are now grateifullj 
repaying it." 

*' No, MasBa."* 

" What, then, can he be to yon, to induoe you 
to pay him such attentioti P'^ 

** He HT XHEMT, Maasa ! When in mine own 
country he take me from my parrats; be sell 
me for slave to white men ; he now oome here 
himself sorrowful, side. I remember the Lord 
Jesus jay ^bve your enemies, do good to them 
that bate you, and pray for them that despite* 
fully use you.' So I try to love him, and do 
good to him, and pray for him." 

^'Oh! what a good kind slave/' exdaimed 
Harriet ; '^ Aunt, do you think his enemy's heart 
was softened or ohanged by such noble conduct P" 

" I think it extremely probable, my dear, but 
I cannot say, as the story mentions nothing 
fiirther. You admit, at once, how lovely and 
how beautiful such conduct must appear, and 
how 'likely to effect the turning of an enemy 
into a gratefol friend; this is indeed, over- 
coming evil with good, and were people in general 
to read the Bible, with the same desire and 
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e(fi)rt to praetise what they read, that this poor 
negro showed, we should soon find what a hea- 
ven it would be npon earth, thus to dwell in 
mutual love and forgiyeness. The unhappiness 
of the present state of the world, is chiefly owing 
to the passions and evil tempers which dwell in 
the heart, concerning which we are told that it 
'is deceitful above all things, and desperately 
wicked/ Jer. xvii. 9. Our envy, strife, malice, 
hatred, emulation, pride, ang'er; these are ail 
opposed to God, consequently inconsistent with 
our happiness, and if we indulge them we can 
never enter into heaven. Let us attend, then, 
to what our Saviour says.*' 

** But, Aunt, if my heart feels that it cannot 
do as our Saviour says, if I do not feel that I 
love or can love my enemies ; if I cannot help 
being sometimes angry, cross and discontented ; 
what am I to do P Ah ! how hard it will be to 
get to heaven." 

^<My dear child, God has promised to give 
a new heart and a new spirit, for ' except a man 
be bom again he cannot see the kingdom of 
God.'— John iii. 3. The old heart is only full 
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of evil continually, and therefore must be made 
new and clean. Pray to him, dear Harriet, that 
he may give you his Holy Spirit ; that he may 
apply the precious blood'of Christ for the washing, 
and purifying, and cleansing your heart from all 
iniquities. Pray to him that he may enable 
you by his Spirit, to keep his commandments, 
and walk in all peace, and joy, and holiness." 

Harriet listened attentively to what her aunt 
said, and thought about it for a little while ; 
when suddenly her brother, who was a year 
younger than herself, came into the room, and 
asked if she could now be allowed to go out and 
play with him, as his lessons were finished for 
that day. His aunt said, she might; '^but, 
Harriet," she added, ''take care that you do 
not forget the subject on which we have been 
speaking ; you know how easy it is to make you 
angry and revengeful; and unless you keep a 
watch over your heart, you may lose that spirit 
of love which becomes the conduct of a Christian 
chfld." 

" Oh ! Aunt, never fear," said Harriet, " T 
might find it hard to love an enemy; but, 
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surely I shall never ha^te my own dear brother^ 
whom I love with all my heart." 

" Don't be too confident/' replied her aunt ; 
''do you see that tree, whose green branches 
are extended near the window ; the leaves are 
now quite stilly not one stirring; presently a 
gust of wind rises^ they all become agitated, 
and if the wind is violent^ the boughs Uiemselves 
become affected^ and move rapidly to and fro. 

Thus it may be with your heart j nothing 
perhaps^ at present^ occurs to rouse passion or 
provoke angry feeling ; you therefore^ feel com- 
posed^ and imagine that all is well within your 
heart ; but wait till a moment of trial oomes ; 
will you^ then, find yourself able to bear and 
forbear patiently ? Wait before you boast.'* 

" Of our Blessed Lcrd^ indeed, it is said, that 
'when he was reviled, he reviled not again; 
when he suffered, he threatened npt, but com- 
mitted himself to him that judgeth righteously ;' 
but, remember that his nature was pure, spot- 
less, and holy, while yours is corrupt and evil, 
and indined to sin on every occasion." Harriet 
smiled, and seemed not to feel much what her 
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aunt said; but she went away, with heir per- 
mission, to play with her brother George, who 
went with her into the garden. George was a 
strong and lively boy, he made himself very 
agreeable and useful to his sister for some time ; 
he helped her to water some of the flowery, and 
to tie them up, and to dig and to transplant 
some youpg shrubs, which she was allowed to 
try her skill in rearing. The children were 
very hs^ily engaged in these employments 
above an hour ; at last, Jiarriet proposed that 
they should go down to the little brook that 
ran at the bottom of the garden, and try to 
eatch some minnows; George willingly con- 
sentedj and away they went together, having 
procured a small net, which Gecarge fasteiied 
round a hoop at the end of a stick, imd thus 
contrived to entrap the little heedless fishes. 
After amusing themselves thus for a while, they 
caught cme or two^ which were larger and more 
beautifiil than the rest: the sun was shining 
bright, and the fishes reflected the most beautiful 
colours from their tiny scales. 

George said to his sister, '^ I will ran now 
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and show these pretty creatures to our dear 
aont." 

" No, no !" cried his sister, " I will take them 
to her ; I must have them, George.^ 

^^ Indeed, yon shall not, Harriet^*^ answered 
her brother ; <^ I had the trouble of catching them, 
and I most have the pleasure of showing them 
to my aunt/^ He had some minnows lying- in 
his open hand; Harriet attempted to snatch 
them, npon which, he grasped his hand closely 
together, but instantly opened it again, for fear 
of destroying them. His sister became angry 
at his resistance, and the moment she saw him 
off bis guard, she struck his hand a blow, and 
the fishes fell into the water, close to which the 
children were standing, and immediately dis- 
appeared. . 

The tears started into poor George*8 eyes; 
be was extremely vexed and disappointed. ** Ton 
naughty girl," said he, « I will go and tell my 
aunt how you made me lose my fishes, because 
I would not give them to you." 

''No, you must not tell," said the still angry 
Harriet ; « if you do, I will throw all the rest of 
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yoar fishes into the water/' Upon which^ withotit 
waiting for his reply, she seized those that were 
lying on the grass, at the bank side, and in her 
hasty passion^ dashed them back into their little 
stream. 

George was now too much enraged to speak ; 
he felt strongly inclined to strike her^ and held 
up his hand as if to do so^ but dropped it again, 
and turning away from her, he went rapidly 
towards the house. Harriet followed slowly and 
sorrowfully, for now she felt how just her aunt's 
warning had been, and how very trifling and 
absurd was the cause whiGli led to so much 
passion ; she now began to think of such yerses 
as these : ** Behold how great a matter a little 
fire kindleth ! and the tongue is a fire, a world 
of iniquity, an unraly eyil which no man can 
tame,'' James iii. 5 ; <' A soft answer turtieth 
away wrath, but grievous words stir up anger," 
Proverbs xv. 1. 

Near the garden-gate, the children's aunt 
came out to meet them ; she had become anxious 
to know how they had employed themselves 
during their long absence from the house. The 
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tearful eyes of both, and their flashed faces, told 
at onoe that something ^rong bad occurred: 
upon questioning them, they related their little 
tale of fooliah strife and anger, and as usual, 
with children, each laid the blame upon the 
other. Their good aunt feit great pain, indeed, 
at peeing sudi a want of love between a bro* 
ther and sister. ^' Tou," said she, '' who ought 
to be so dear to one atiotber, and so delighted to 
be able to ffive pleasure, instead of eageirly 
seizing it for self. How very far is this from 
the character of holy Christian children, who 
have the blessed Lord Jesus for thdr example, 
and his instructions for Adr giudanoe." 

<^Are you happy now, Harriet? Are you, 
George?" <<0h! no. Aunt," said both the 
ehildren^ '* we are very unhappy/' " Were you 
happy when you were playing together, and 
helping one anoth^." <<0h, yes," they both 
cried out. 

<<Tes, dear children, you were; and it was 
less because you were amused, than because you 
were dweUing in lave* Love is happiness, the 
absence of it makes misery ; the mcnnent yon 
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departed from the spirit of love, and qoarrelled^ 
joy departed from you. Heaven is happy^ for 
it is tlie world of Uhe^ and hell is miserable, 
because it is the world of hatred. < God is love ; 
and he that dwelleth in love, dwelleth in God, 
and God in him.'" 1 John iv. 16. 

*^ Now, my children, if you had come boUi of 
yoQ together, to show me that which pleased 
yotk so much, I tbink all this evil and sorrow 
might have been prevented ; had you each pre- 
ferred the other's gratification to your own, there 
would have been mutual help and miitnalpleasQre. 
You, Harriet, promised much when yon went 
out to play with your Inrother; what do you 
think now of all your good resolulaonsP You 
may perceive how vain they were, and leam 
not to trust to your own strength. The Word 
of God thus declares — ^ He that trusteth in Ins 
own hei^rt, is a fool : but whoso waUceth wisely, 
he shall be delivered.'" Prov. xxviii. ^. 

Harriet hung down her head in i^ame and 
confusion. 

''Well, my ohild>" said her aunt, after a pause, 
" perhaps you know a little more of your own 
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heart now, than you did when you made the 
boast. Do not trust it, Harriet; lean not to 
thine own understanding ; *look up to God, pray 
to him that he will give yon grace to resist 
temptation, that he will give yon holy loye, and 
meekness and gentleness, that these may reign 
and rule in your every action, thought, and word, 
and that his grace may enable you not only to 
be kind to those who treat you well, but even 
to those who may in any way be your enemies. 

'* I have a little hymn, which, if you are truly 
sorry for your fault, I will permit you to leairn.'' 

^Indeed Aunt," said Harriet, ''I am very 
sorry, and will be glad to learn any thing you 
please." And then her aunt was very glad to 
see her throw her arms about her brother's neck 
and kiss him, and ask his forgiveness ; and then 
Gfeoi^e said, he was very sorry also, and felt 
that he had been naughty in not obliging his 
sister in the manner she wished at once ; when 
she was so desirous to take the little fishes to 
her aunt. 

Now, this is the little hymn which Harriet got 
by heart. 
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FOB A CHILD WHO HAD BREN QUABBELLINO. 

I'lTB been nnkincl to brother, 

I made his tears to start ; 
We ought to love each other, 

And show it from the heart 

I wish I had not striven, 

And lov*d my way so well ; 
Unlike the saints in heaven, 

Where strife can never dwell : 

Unlike the Holy Savionr, 

When midst reviling men, 
So meek was his behaviour, 

He.ne*erjeviled again. 

When wickedly t^ey bomid him, 
With insult, tannts, and blows. 

And when with thorns they crown'd him 
No sinful temper rose. 

Bat ah ! with passion heated, 

How soon my heart is tried, 
I think myself ill-treated, 

And yield to wrath> and pride. 

O Holy Savioor, pardon 
These wicked thoughts in me ; 

Leet sin my heart should harden. 
And drive me far from thee I 
Its 
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A hatiiie. unkind ipirit. 
The Lord can never love, 

And ench cannot inbeiit 
The blessed heav'n above. 

Then let me seek my brotho', 
. UU kindnen to restore, 

That we may love each other, 
And dwell to strife no mure. 




CONTENT AND IHSCONTENT. 

I WILL tell you a story my little child. 

There was -once a little boy, whose name was 
Charles ; he had a kind papa and mamma, and 
nice little brothers and sisters: he lived in a 
eomfortable house^ and had plenty of good food 
and proper clothing ; he had also pretty books 
to read^ and pictures to amuse hitnself with ; 
pictures of horses, and cows, and lions, and 
CTOcodiles, about which his mamma used to tell 
him nice etories: And wlien he was tired of 
listening to her, he had toys to play with, bricks 
to build houses with, and a cart, in which to 
wheel sticks and stones about, and a hoop to roll 
up and down the gravel walks of his papa's 
garden ; for I should tell you that there was a 
beautiful garden behind the house, where he lived, 
where there were apples, and currants, and 
gooseberries, ajid cherries, and flowers of every 
colour; roses, and pinks, and lilies, and more 
than I could tell you : so sweet and so pretty. 
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Well, do not you think that this little boy was 
very happy to enjoy so many nice things ? Fm 
sure you do \ but you will be sorry to hear 
that he was noi happy; for he was a discon- 
tented little boy, always finding fault and fret- 
ting about every thing. At times nothing would 
please him, though his kind maomia tried every 
plan to do so ; she often laid down her own book 
or her work, to amuse him, and join in bis little 
plays, or to tell him a story, or to take him 
out to walk; but the more Charles was hu- 
moured, the worse he became ; till at last his 
poor mamma was so grieved, that she did not 
know what to do. 

One day, a lady was visiting his mamma, 
and a tray of cakes and apples was brought in. 
Little Charles was in the room and he asked for 
some ; his mamma gave him an apple, << I dont 
want apple," said Charles, '' I would rather have 
cake ;" " It is not good for you," answered his 
mamma, " and I will not give you any." Charles 
was angry and laid down the apple. " Bun 
away, my little boy," said mamma, " and play 
with your hoop in the garden ;" " I would rather 
stay here with you," said Charles. 
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" Very well, my dear, you may stay if you 
are quiet." 

** I want to sit on your knee, mam^Ia.'* 

His mother lifted him up, and in a moment he 
said, '< I would rather be on a chair :" again his 
mamma indulged him, and he was seated on a 
chair beside her, when presently he worked 
himself off the seat, and asked her for his book 
of pictures. 

His mamma was engaged speaking to her 
friend at the time, and did not attend to him, 
upon which, he began to whine and cry, so as 
to annoy them both very much and ^o interrupt 
the conversation. "I wonder,'* said the lady, 
** what* makes that little boy so discontented ; 
is there any thing the matter with him ?" '< I 
think not/' said his mamma, << but you may ask 
him, if you please." Now, the lady had a very 
kind voice and a pleasing manner, and Charles 
knew her very well, and was fond of her, and 
he was not like some little boys, afraid of every 
body, just as if he was going to receive harm 
from those who spoke to him. So this lady 
said to Charles. 

" Are you sick, my dear ?" " No," said the 
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little boy. «* Are you hnngry ?"' " No." « Are 
you thirsty P"" " No." « Are you able to walk ?" 
The little boy laughed in his tears, and put out 
his foot. " Are you able to see ?" He looked 
up at her in wonder, ** Yes to be sure," said he. 
"Have you any thing that you like to play 
with ?" « Yes, plenty of things." « Then, I 
fear that you are a foolish, sinful little boy, who 
do not value any of the blessings which God has 
so gradously given to you. 

"Now I will tell you about another little 
boy, whom I saw yesterday, who is only two 
or three years older than yourself, and who has 
been a cripple ever since he was born. His 
father and mother both died about six months 
ago, and this poor boy, James Turner, was left 
to the. care of a very aged grandmother, who had 
scarcely the means of supporting herself. She 
shares, however, her scanty morsel with him, 
and takes all care of him that she can afford. 
Lately, however, another affliction happened to 
him ; he took the small pox, and was extremely 
ill for some time; his grandmother being too 
poor to pay for proper assistance, sent him to 
ah hospital, where, after a great deal of suffering. 

108 



CONTENT AND DISCONTENT. 

he recoTered his health ; hut he lost what was 
most precious and valuahle to him^ the sight of 
his eyes." 

Little Charles listened attentively while his 
mamma's friend told this story and seamed very 
sorry for the poor little boy. 

The lady then went on with her story ; " I 
went to see this little boy yesterday, Charles : 
and now remember what I said respecting him ; 
he was poor, and a cripple y and blind; he had 
neither a kind papa nor mamma, nor clothes 
enough to keep him warm, nor food enough to 
eat, nor a soft bed to lie on. I found him seated 
on a little straw in a comer of the room ; . and 
what do yop think I found him doing T 

^^ Crying, I suppose," said little Charles. 
'^ No, indeed," answered the lady, he was singing; 
singing a very pretty verse from the thirty-fourth 
psalm, and these w^re the words : — 

* Through all the changing scenes of life, 
In .trouble and in joy ; • 
The praises of my God shall still 
My heart and tongue employ.* 

" He knew my voice, however, when I began 
to speak, and ceased singing. { asked him how 
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he did ?" * Quite well, now, thank you Ma'am,' 
he replied in a cheerful tone of voice. * I am 
come to see if you want any thing, Jemmy/ I 
said. He smiled and turned his sightless eyes 
to me, * Why/ said he, * there are things which" 
I do want, which God has heen pleased to take 
away from me, and which you cannot restore ; 
but, I am not angry with him, for it b He who 
has put it into my heart to be satisfied ; and / 
am satisfied* 

" I asked him how he employed his time ; he 
answered, ' Oh ! I think many pleasant thoughts ; 
I think of nice verses in the Bible which I learned 
before I got the small pox ; I think over the 
times when our Saviour, the Lord Jesus, used 
to walk about the country, teaching the people 
and talking to them, and of blind Bartimeus, who 
sat by the way side begging, whose eyes he 
restored to sight; and when I am hungry and 
thirsty, I think how the Lord Jesus suffered in 
both these ways ; and when I feel uneasy lying 
on my straw, for want of a more comfortable 
resting-place, I become contented when I think 
that He had not where to lay his head/ 

" « But, Jemmy, do you never wish to ruu in 

110 



CONTENT AND DISCONTENT. 

the fields and play with other boys/ I asked. 
" * Tes, sometimes I do, bat a thought of heaven 
comes in, and I become happy again^ I feel that 
ii ts not far off^ and it will not be very long 
"before I shall get there ; I love to sing the hymn: 

* There is a land of pure delight, 

Where saints immortal reign ; 
Infinite day excludes the night, 
And pleasures banish pain.' 

My night will be ended then, and my pains will 
be felt no more.' 

^'This is the manner in which little James 
Tomer spoke to me, thongh I cannot remember 
all that he said. I asked his grandmother 
afterwards, however, when we left the room, if 
he was generally as cheerful as he then appeared 
to be, she said he was ; that he spoke or sung 
to her^ pleasant, encouraging words continually ; 
that he took every thing even the driest crust, 
with thankfulness, and never complained of any 
hardship, and that he was trying to learn little 
works of industry, in which he took great pleasure, 
that he might be able to assist her, and maintain 
himself. She said that she was herself teaching 
him to knit, but that he would prefer basket- 
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making if he had the meaDs of procaruig osiers. 

" I asked her if he had always possessed the 
same contented, happy disposition that I now 
witnessed." 'She answered, that he had not, bat 
that daring his late illness, a great change had 
taken place in him, and she believed that he 
never had loved his Saviour or his Bible till 
then ; and that ever dnoe this love had been 
planted in his heart he had been happy." 

Charles listened very attentively, and the lady 
continued, " Now, my dear little Charles, com- 
pare for a few minutes your lot with that of 
young James Turner, and observe the dififerenoe 
between you ; yet he is always happy, and you 
seem always discontented. 

" Look at your kind mamma who is so anxious 
to please and gratify you ; look at your limbs ; 
you can run, and walk, and go wherever you 
choose; and look out through your eyes and 
enjoy the sight of the fields, the gardens, the 
sky, tl^e sunshine, and all the lovely and beautiful 
objects that are scattered around you ; the books 
which you have to read, the toys and pictures 
which you have to amuse and instruct you. 
When you are hungry, there is plenty of good, 
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wholesome food ready provided for joh^ and 
when yon are tired and sleepy^ a nice warm and 
comfortable bed for yon to repose upon, and yet 
you are fretful and unhappy^ while the child 
that wants all these things is able to sing for 
joy. Now^ Charles, what can be the reason, of 
this di£ferenoe?" 

<< I dont know/' answered Charles. 

*' It is this/' said the lady, ^^ becaase you seek 
your happiness without, he finds his within ; his 
heart is changed by the: grace pf God into an 
bumble, patient, thankful, loving heart, he there- 
fore enjoys every thing,, evep the smallest mercy, 
while the greatest makes no pleasant impression 
upon you ; he makes a paradise of every place, 
and you remajn miserable and discontented 
wherever you are." 

" I wish I was like him," ' said Charles, '^ but 
what do you mean by making B,j?aradue ?' 

'^'Paradisei you know, was thebo^ and happy 
place, where God caused the . first man and 
woman, Adam and Sve to dwell, ,befi>re they 
broke his comma&dment:.they beoantec^cim- 
ienied, however, and wished for something more 
than what they already, possessed ; this was the 
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begianing of their sin. God intended that they 
should have their chief delight in himself, bat 
they turned away from him to seek it in the 
tree of knowledge^ so he let them take their 
own way, and they became miserable. Now^ 
my dear child^ if you would be happy like this 
little boy, James Turner, you must seek your 
happiness in God. Though you are a sinful, 
naughty little boy, still if you repent heartily 
and beUeve in the Lord Jesus Christ, He will 
receive and pardon you ; He has promised this 
himself, saying, '^bme unto me all ye that labour 
and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.' " 

'^ I know that text," s&dd Charles. 

''I am glad you do, for it gives you assu- 
rance better than anything I can say, that it was 
to bless and restore sinful souls like yours, who 
wander far and wide in search of happiness, 
without being able to find it, and who set their 
a£Pections on earthly things, that he came from 
heaven and died upon the cross. He has also 
promised to give the Holy Spirit to those who 
ask him,*in order to help them to come to him, 
and believe in him and keep his holy laws. Ton 
know all this I am sare, my dear child." 
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Charles looked at his mamAia and said^ '* Yes, 
I have often h^ard mamma speak of those things^ 
and I can say the Scripture words you were 
speaking of, they are in the New Testament^ in 
St. Luke's Gospel, — * If ye then being evil, 
know how to give good gifts unto your children, 
how much more shall your Heavenly Father give 
the Holy Spirit to them that ask Him.' " 

" Very right, Charles,'* said the lady, " how 
happy we ought to be to have the very words of 
our Lord written for us, to give us comfort and 
direction in all we want to knew. A great many 
people older than you, Charles, have made exactly 
the same mistake, seeking happiness where it 
was never to be found, and at the end of their 
lives they have discovered that they had been 
disquieting themselves in vain. Have you ever 
beard of a great king called William the Con- 
queror ?" 

" Yes, he was the first Norman king who came 
to England; and after killing the Saxon king, 
who then reigned, he took his crown and ruled 
In his stead. Mamma told me all about that." 

« Very well, Charles, I am going to tell you 
something more about him, which perhaps you 
115 



HOME SUNDAY LIBRARY. 

do not know so wdl^ for it is not always related 
in his history. He is celebrated for being a 
famous warriory one kingdom did not content 
him, he must haye two,, and this by force and 
▼iolenoe^ and shedding of blood. He had not 
wealth enough, nor castles enough^ nor subjects 
enough to content him ; and so he spent his life 
still thinking to be happier and happier the more 
be acquired. But, learn what he thought and 
felt about it all when he came to die. He grew 
dreadfully alarmed when he found the dose of life 
drawing near, he scarcely knew what to do; 
and being little in the habit of praying for himself, 
he called on all around him to mtercede for 
mercy. These are some of the words he used, 
which I have only altered a little, to enable yon 
to understand them better — 'Being laden with 
many and grievous sins, O Christi I tremble; 
and being ready to be taken by and by into 
the terrible examination of God : I am ignorant 
what I should do ; for I have been brought op 
to love war and fightmg, even from my child- 
hood. I grieve to say that I have shed much 
blood; I can by no means number the evils 
which I have done for these sixiy'four years 
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which I have lived in this trouhlesome Ufe, and 
now for all this, I am constrained without hope 
or comfort i;o render an accoTint to the Just 
Judge.' Here was the miserahle result of sixty- 
four years' experience, all things in which this 
great king had sought happiness, not only failed 
to -give comfort at the last, hut increased his 
sorrow and regret. 

"Now, my dear- little hoy, we have talked 
enough ahout this at present, and perhaps your 
mamma will pardon you for being naughty and 
troublesome, and allow you to go and run with 
your hoop in the garden, for a little time, while 
the day is so fine*" 

Little Charles, now asked his mamma's leave 
in a. cheerful tone and proper manner to go into 
the garden ; and immediately she gave him leave. 

When he left the room and was by himself, 
he thought a great deal about what the lady had 
said, and about the good little boy who was so 
happy and contented, although he was poor, and 
lame, and blind ; and he lifted up his heart 
in prayer to his Blessed Saviour, that he might 
have grace also to become a happy child of God. 

Then, the next thing he thought of, was to 
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ask his mamma's leave to go some day aud visit 
the hlind boy, that he might himself hear him 
speak and sing some of his sweet hymns. And 
he thought of a way in which he could be of use 
to him, by saving up some of the money he 
received now and then from his papa and mamma, 
to buy osiers, or other materials to ^ssbt him in 
his basket-making or other work, and he thought 
further of asking his mamma's leave to give 
some of his breakfast or dinner every day to the 
poor boy, who had so little of every comfort. 

After the lady was gone, little Charles came 
into the sitting-room again, and told mamma 
all he had been thinking about ; she was pleased 
with him and kissed him, and said that she 
much approved of it all; ^^but I'll tell you, 
Charles," said she, '< the way I think will be 
best for you to share your food with him. When- 
ever you are inclined to eat your bread without 
butter, or to give up a cake or an apple that 
you would like to have, I will put by a penny 
for James Turner^ and at the end of a month 
I will give you the money to buy clothes or 
food, or anything that you think will be most 
useful to him." 
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Little Charles was delighted with this plan, 
and juDaped for joy, and kissed his mamma, 
and that evening he eat no hatter with his hread, 
and during the next month he denied himself 
many apples and cakes, thinking of the pleasure 
he would have in hringing the money to Jemmy 
Turner. And I can assure you that he was far 
happier that month than he had ever been in his 
life«time before. And at the end of it, little 
Charles and his mamma, and her friend, the 
lady who had spoken so kindly to him, all went 
together to the room where the blind boy lived, 
and Charles had the happiness of seeing him 
himself, and of bringing him as much money 
(the fruits of his own patient self-denial) as would 
give him comfortable support for some weeks. 

When little Charles was coming away .with 
bis mamma and he^ friend, after making this 
visit, he said, '' Mamma, 1 think I am grown 
unse NOW ! I am resolved, I am determined not 
to be discontented. any more.'' 

" Take care, Charles/' 

" Why do you. say, ' take care,' Mamma ?" 

" Why P Because • if you trust to your own 
strength you will certainly fail and fall. I fear, 
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Charles, that yoa have something of the same 
Qotion, that many, many older and wiser than 
yoa have, namely, that man can be his own 
saviour, and that his reaolutions against sin, and 
his self-determination to' do right are sufficient. 
This might be all true, if man were not a 
fiEillen creiLtnre^ and being bom in sin and full 
of evil desires, was not completely incapable of 
thinking a good thought, or doing one single 
action that is pleasing to God. The Bible assures 
us of this, and those who know anything of their 
own hearts fe^ that it speaks truth. But, my 
dear child, while we are told that we cannot 
help ourselves or escape from sin by any power 
of our own, we are also taught, that on Christ 
our Saviour help is laid ; that he being j««$/, died 
for us who are unfusi, to bring us to God. By 
believing on him we acquire a new nature, called 
in the Bible 'being born again,' whereby our 
hearts and desires are changed, and inst-ead of 
loving sin, we from thenceforth hate it and love 
God and holiness. His Holy Spirit is also pro- 
mised to enable us to obey the commands of 
God, and thus, though weak by nature, we 
grow strong through his grace, to conquer all 
our spiritual enemies. 
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A SMALL tea-cup fall of honey was placed in 
a window, where there were numerous flies 
sporting in the sunshine^ on a fine summer's day. 
A little boy; named Edgar, stood watching them 
for some time. First one fly was attracted ; he 
dipped his little foot in the cup, and waa caught ; 
he attempted to get free by struggling, but it 
only occasioned him to sink deeper, till presently 
his whole body was entangled in the honey. 
Another, and another fly followed ; they alighted 
on the tempting honey, and in a short time they 
all perished. Edgar wondered why they should 
follow one another so foolishly : " see^ Mamma." 
said he, " how little sense these poor flies have ; 
the very sight of the first one, unable to get loose 
after he had dipped his foot in the honey, ought 
to have kept the rest away ; yet, now you may 
see the whole cup quite black with dead flies." 
**Yeij true, Edgar/' said his mamma, <<if 
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these flies had sense, there is little doubt bat 
that the example of the first one wonld have 
been of use to the others ; but it is a sad truth, 
that many human creatures who are gifted with 
sense, and ought to use it, act just as foolishly as 
these poor flies have done. 

" Could we imagine the first fly who was 
tempted by the honey, able to reason and to 
speak, after he had found it impossible to get 
himself free ; what do you think he would be 
likelv to say ?" 

" He would say, don't come here, don't oome 
here, brother flies, for I cannot get out.^' 

'^ So, we may well suppose, Edgar," said his 
mamma ; '* and in reply, the other flies might 
say, ^ Oh ! you think yourself very wise, and 
able to instruct us, but we can take care of our- 
selves ; you are fond of honey, and so are we ; but 
we are not so foolish as to plunge into it head 
foremost, we only mean to sip a little, and then 
fly away/" 

** I am very sorry for the poor flies, I wish 
they could escape ; I wish that they had sense," 
cried Edgar. 

"I wish, my dear little boy had sense — 
true sense," calkd in the Bible, wisdom" said 
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his mamma, ''for he is in great danger; as 
great as that of any of these little flies^ if he does 
not take heed" 

<< Do you mean me^ Mamtna/' asked Edgar ? 

" I do, my chUd." 

" Tell me, Mamma, how 1 am in danger P 
And how can I be like a fly ? " 

" Well, listen to me. The world in which 
we live, may be compared to that cup of honey, 
because it is full of what is sweet and attractive 
to our natural hearts; there are many things 
in it to please our eyes, and ears, and taste ; to 
tempt us to seek enjoyment and satisfaction in 
them ; in short, to lead us away from God, and 
fasten us to low and earthly pleasures. Now, 
we are, not only by nature, as foolish as the 
flies, but much more so. We have, in ourselves, 
an evil, wicked, corrupt heart, which does not 
love God nor desire him ; we long to taste this 
honey, and alas ! too often, after having tasted 
it, we get entangled deeper and deeper; the 
soul becomes clogged with earthly cares and 
affections ; every day it becomes less and less 
afiected by the things of God — its chief concern 
is, perhaps, 'what shall I eat? and what shall 
I drink P and vrherewithal shdJl I be clothed ?' 
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and at last^ the poor soul is required^ and has to 
leave the body, in the midst of all the pleasores 
in which it had taken delight." 

^* Oh t Mamma, that is a dreadfbl thought. 
Is there nobody to prevent us from falling into 
this danger P Is there no one to help us out, if 
we do fall mto it P " 

*' Tes, my dear child, I am glad, indeed, 
to tell you that there is a remedy for both cases ; 
but as you are very young as yet, and have not 
been exposed to much of the trials or temptations 
of this world, I would earnestly hope and pray, 
that the Lord may bless my instructions, and 
lead you to look for the aid of his Holy Spirit, 
whereby alone you can be guided into the narrow 
path, and kept from venturing into so serious a 
danger. To all those who have wandered from 
the ways of God, there are blessed words in 
Scripture, written to encourage them to return 
unto the Lord Jesus, who came to ^ seek and to 
save that which was lost.' But how much better 
is it to give up our hearts to him while they 
are young and tender, before the seeds of sin have 
had time to strike deep and acquire strengtii, 
and also before repeated acts of disobedience 
and rebellion against God, and repeated nesleets 
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of his will, have rendered as hardened and insen- 
sible to his love." 

^'Tesy indeed, I think it would be better/' 
answered little £dgar ; '^ yet. Mamma, I hardly 
know what you mean by the trials and tempta* 
Hons of the world. I don't know any thing 
I could do that would be as dangerous to me 
as the honey is to the flies." 

^* Think vfhat you wre fondest of Edgar, and 
yoD may soon find out where the danger lies; 
^ even a child is known by his doings,' says the 
Word of God, ^ whether his work be pure, and 
whether it be right.' The love of one's self, 
the love of praise, the desire for amusement, or 
pleasing the taste in eating and drinking, or 
anxiety for fine clothes and possessions, or rest- 
lessness and desire to change one's scenes and 
occupations, or self-indulgence in every shape ; 
these are all more or less the sins and tempta- 
tions of childhood. 

''Now, they may show themselves in this 
way. A little boy may be greedy, discontented, 
self-willed, ill-tempered, wishing for toys and 
getting tired of them ; always aaking for indul- 
gences, and dissatisfied vrith them ; he may be 
vain of his appearanoe, or of his supposed 
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clevemefls ; he may be covetoos and anfeeling. 
When he grows up, if his heart remains nnchang^ 
he wiU show Uie Tery same character, only 
more strongly marked and with more poweribl 
effect oyer him; the desire for toys and other 
self-gratifications will^ then^ perhaps, lead him 
to seek pleasure in the ball room and the 
theatre ; his taste for eating and drinking, and 
other pleasures, will bring him into company 
and worldly parties; the habit of looking for 
amusement will lead him, perhaps, from home, 
and fill him withjdle and foolish thoughts ; he 
will have little or no time to think about his 
soul, his heart being so foil of the world, and 
the things of the world ; and so, step by step, 
like the poor fly in the honey, first the lip tastes 
and then the foot fixes, and then the wings are 
clogged, and then to fly away becomes nearly 
impossible ; and so end the hopes of an immortal 
spirit, because he chose his part in the things 
of time instead of those of eternity." 

'<Aha!" cried little Emma, Edgar's sister, 
who had ceased playing about the room, in 
order to hear what ner mamma and brother were 
saying ; " I know a story very like that, about 
a little bird that was naughty, and flew away 
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from its mamma against her advice^ and the 
trouble it fell into/' 

" What story," said Edgar. 

'^ A story in verse ; I read it in a little book 
to-day, and got it off by heart Mamma^ may 1 
tell it to Edgar ? " 

<* You may, my dear." 

So hb sister Emma repeated the following 
verses — 

A little bird sat sin^ng, 

Sat sin^ng on a tree ; 
And it said, ** my pretty nestling, 

Come in and sit by me.^ 
" Oh ! no, Mamma," the nestling cried, 

" I long the world to see." 

** Come in, my foolish nestling, 

Toall be far happier here. 
And shelter in my bosom soft. 

Where yon have nought to feax ; 
Believe me, I have tried the world, 

And found it cold and drear.** 

*' Oh ! say not so,** the yoang bird cried, 

And plumed her downy wing ; , 
'^ I see the sun so cheerful shine, 

And brighten eveiy thing; 
I long these heavy woods to leave^ 

And breathe the flowers of spring.** 
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So op the little mtOSng nond 

Her tiny form on In^^li} 
And stretched her downy pinions wide, 

To reach the sonny Ay ; 
And wandered froin her safer home, 

Midst brighter scenes to fly. 

She thought the world a lovely plaoe 
She hopp*d from flower to flower ; 

She danced npon the ^glantine^ 
That wreathed the blooming bower, 

And many a gay companion met, 
To pass the trifling hour. 

** Come back, come back,* the mother cried, 

With care npon her brow ; 
She saw her yonng one^s wanderings, 

From her green and sheltered boogh ; 
But stiU the foolish bird repUed, 

" Not ye^— I will just now !" 

But, ah ! the time came ne*er again, 

Iliat parent kind to see ; 
The snare was spread to catch her feet 

Ere she had time to flee ; 
And she was doomed for ever then 

To sad captivity. 

And from her little golden cage, 
Was heard her momnfiii sigh ; 

Although her food was dainty. 
Her wailings reached the sky ; 

From aU her friends bdored shut up. 
To pine awny and di& 
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And thtti, dear little oiuMven, 

Attend ray warning word, 
Nor alight like her the voice of love, 

Which she so often heard. 
Be wise— *and ihns escape the woe 

Of this poor naughty hiid. 

If parents kind shonld mark the hotind, 
From which yon shoold not Mray ; 

Keep doeely hy their gnar^an aid^ 
And never break away : 

Till you are trained for upward flight, 
To heaven's eternal day. 

And they will teach you that in heaven, 

A Father greater still, 
Is waiting to recdve the child 

Who longs to know hia will ; 
A Saviour, too, who stands prepared 

His heart with joy to fill. 

That world of blessedneas waa loct 
By wandering far firom Grod ; 

And would we all its joys regain. 
We must retrace the road ; 

And wash our stains of gnflt away 
In Christ's atoning blood. 



'' That's a fable ;'' said Edgar ; '' birds oever 
speak." 

^^Tes/' retamed Emma, ^^but yoa know a 
fable is a kind of story, invented to teach us 
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sometbing wise^ in an amnsing way, and I am 
very fond of fables; and were not you and 
mamma inventing a fable jast now^ when yon 
were supposing what flies would say if they 
oould speak." 

Edgar made no reply to this, but turning to 
his mamma, he said, *' After all, Mamma, it is 
very nahtral to wish to see a little of the world." 

" It is very natural, Edgar." 

^' Then what can be the harm/' asked Edgar, 
" of wishing for it ?" 

'* If Adam had never fiSrllen, my dear child, 
all that is natural would have been wise and 
good ; because his nature was made after the 
image of God, pure, and holy, and upright ; but 
when he turned away from God, his nature 
became perverted, that is, his inclinations led 
him to evil instead of to good ; we are all bom 
in the image of sinful Adam, and therefore we 
must watch against sin in every thing we do, 
or think, or feel. There is hardly anything 
that is natural for us to like, which is not in 
this respect dangerous.'* 

" How, Mamma," said Edgar in surprise, " is 
it not natural for us to eat, and drink, and sleep, 
and can there be sin in any of these " P 
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*^ There need not be, for these blessings were 
ordsdned by our kind and merdfal God, for on? 
refreshment, but there often is, because sinful 
man is the creature who enjoys them ; he often 
eats too much, and too delicately, indulging 
greediness and daintiness, when he ought to seek 
only strength and support for his bodily frame. 
Is not this wrong ?'* 

"Yes, Mamma.'^ 

"He also drinks when he is not thirsty, 
wine and strong liquors, which far from satisfy- 
ing nature, often cause an unhealthy thirst. Is 
not this wrong ?'^ 

" Yes, Mamma.'' 

" And not to speak of men only, do not little 
boys often lie longer in their beds than they 
ought to do, after they have been refreshed by 
sufficient rest, thus making sin for themselves, 
in that which is of itself innocent and right ; 
wasting their precious hoars of life, and giving 
themselves up to sloth and indolence'. 

" Aha !" said little Emma, I recollect : 

' Twas the voice of the slnggurd, 

I heard him complain : 
You have waked me too soon, 
I must dimiber agaixk* " 
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Edgar blushed deqilj: his mamma had 
touched a tender pdiit, for he was rather a lazy^ 
sluggish childy and he did not like to pursue the 
snlgect in this way any further. 

*' Mamma/' said he at last^ after some pause, 
^< it is very hard to be religious. I don't think I 
can eyer be so.'* 

'^ Not of yourself^ Edgar/' replied his mamma, 
'^ certainly, you never can; but it is an awfbl 
way for yon to speak; it is in other words, 
casting off God and Christ, and refuang heaven 
and happiness for ever ; for reMgion is only 
the name for that plan which is revealed in ^ 
Bible, which teaches men how to get to heaven. 
It is also another way of saying, what I know 
you would shudder at if put in such language 
as thb, ^ I ehoose the enemies of God, the devil, 
and his angels, for my companions, and misery 
and wickedness for my lot here, and for ever, 
hereafter.' " 

'' Oh ! Mamma," cried Edgar. ^^ I would not 
do that, indeed I would not ; but I feel as if the 
way to get to heaven was very hard. I hear 
you speak' of the heart being changed, of the 
necessity of believing in the Lord Jesus Christ, 
of getting power over sin, and of having love to 
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God ; but I feel that I ectnnoi do these things !** 

Edgar's mamma rose up from her seat^ and 
taking from a standi where plants were arranged 
in flower pots, a beantifal double hyadnth, she 
called him to her, and said, ^'Do you admire 
this flower, my cMld ? " 

" Oh ! yes, Mamma, Tery much indeed ! It 
is in full bloom! What a fine delicate blue; 
and how sweet it smells." 

^'Last summer/' 8»d his mamma, ^*l reoeiyed 
a present of two roots, which were said to be 
of the finest kind of hyacibth ; this flower is the 
produce of one of them, I put it into t^is glass 
stand early in November, with plenty of water, 
which I renewed occasionally, as I found neces- 
sary, and it has blossomed as you see." 

** And where is the other root, Mamma? 

*' Here it is, Edgar," answered his mother> 
taking a shrivelled root out of a drawer, '^I 
mislaid it, and did not discover where it was till 
a few days ago." 

^< What a difibrenoe !" exclaimed £dgar> look- 
ing at the two roots. 

<'Do you know why I drew y«or attenticm to 
them Edgar V asked his mamma. 

He- paused awhile, ** yes, I tjiink I do," said 
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he, '^ bat please Manuna, to explain it, for I do 
not quite nnderetaad the matter." 

''It was jast for thb reasoD, Edgar: the 
shrivelled root is aa emblem of man in his 
natural state ; it cannot grow, or produce blossoms 
or fragance by its own effort ; and it dries up 
and perishes at last, if not planted in the earth 
or nourished by water. The other root is an 
emblem of man under the influence of divine 
grace. As this hyacinth, by mesms of the care 
with which I attended to it, and the water 
with which I supplied it, was enabled to throw 
out roots, and to produce a stalk and flowers ; 
in like manner the soul, when the Lord under* 
takes the care of it, and gives it the teaching of 
the Holy Spirit, is made to flourish in those 
graces which nature has no power to produce, 
and is adorned with the beauty of holiness, to 
the glory and praise of God. 

<' Now, you have no strength of your own, to 
do anything that is really good in the sight of 
God, your heart must be entirely changed. 

'^ Turn, then to the Saviour, the Lord Jesus 
Christ, and ask him to undertake this great 
work for you; to send the Holy Ghost the 
Comforter, the Spirit of truth unto you ; to give 
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jon a new heart and a right spirit^ and then you 
will find that religion, or the service of God, is 
not only easy, bat pleasant also." 

'< Emma, can yon remember any text -^that 
says something like this ? " 

"Oh! yes, Mamma" cried Emma, "onr 
Saviour says in the eleventh chapter of St. 
Matthew's Gospel, ^my yoke is easy and my 
burden is light,' and in Proverbs, the third 
chapter and seventeenth verse * her ways are 
ways of pleasantness and all her paths are 
peace.' " 

'< Well, Mamma," said Edgar, '' I still think 
that if I was older it would be easier for me to 
be religons. I know that you ; and papa, and 
many of our friends are both religious and 
happy ; but, then, I think that you must have 
seen a little of the world^^/, and enjoyed your- 
selves in what I call pleasures, before you resolved 
on giving them all up." 

" Why, Edgar, did you never hear of religious 
children P asked his mother. 

'* Yes, Mamma." 

" Ton are making then, I fear, a foolish con- 
elusion, for every thing I have said is, for the 
purpose of showing that the earlier we begin 
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oar Clnirtian eoone the better. Tliose wbo 
liaTe Inmed betiowB to love dmat are fikel j to 
love luin mosty Edgar; and dioae whose beaite 
liave early torned to heavenly joys instead of 
earthly, are likdy to be t]^ ha^aest and 
atronge st Christiaiia when they grow up into life. 
For this reaaony ha|^, indeed, are tlw cfaildien 
who make no delay in choosing the Lord fir 
thor portion. But, now, ay lave, as we have 
oonvmed a good deal on tiiese sobjeets, I will 
jnst relate a story to yon, whidi proves wbaX 
strength of grace, what noble ooorage, what 
contempt of the poor pleasores of this li]^ as dso 
of reproach and scorn, as well as death itself, for 
the &ith of Christ, was manifested by a little 
boy, who was put to death on that acoonnt^ when 
probably not much older than you.'' 

^^ Wlutt was his name. Mamma?" asked Em- 
ma. 

'* His name was Cyril. He lived in a town 
called Ciesarea ; a name, wfaidi you may remem- 
ber reading about in the Acts of the Apostles." 

^'Tes,'' said Edgar, <^ where Cornelius the 
good Centurion lived." 

'< Yon are right About 260 years after our 
Saviour's time, there was a great persecution 
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s^adnst the Christians. Those who loved and 
acknowledged their Lord, risked their lives, and 
many of them were put to death in the most 
cruel manner. 

** It was not then a question as it is notp, 
* shall I deny myself a few worldly gratifications 
and become a follower of Christ ?^ but it was, 
shall I fsuce reproach, torture, imprisonment and 
death for his name's sake ?' Many, by the grace 
of God, were enabled to make this good choice, 
and among others the little boy I am going to 
tell you about; beloved his Saviour, and was 
continually speaking of him and praising him, 
and avowing his belief in him, even where threats 
and blows were used to dissuade him from it. 
Some children of his own age were among his 
persecutors, and at last his own father turned 
him out of doors. He was then brought before 
a Boman magistrate, who said to him, ' Child, 
I am ready to pardon you, and to let your 
father take you home again, and you may, by 
and by, inherit his property if you will only 
be wise and concerned for your own interest.' 
But this dear little boy, knew that it is better 
for a man to lose the whole world than to lose 
his own soul. Matt. xvi. 26: and that his 
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Blessed Saviour had been pleased to promise 
that those who confess his name before mm, 
shall be acknowledged by him when He comes 
in the glory of his Father, to judge the world ; 
so he answered boldly and foithfolly, ' I am 
quite willing to suffer. God will take me up; 
I am not distressed at being turned out of doors ; 
I shall have a better home ; I am not afraid to 
die ; it will only send me to a better life.' When 
he said this, the magistrate ordered him to be 
bound and led to execution ; but being disposed 
to save the child, if possible, he privately oidered 
his officers to bring him hack again, when they 
had shown him the jdace*; for he hoped that 
the sight of the fire which was prepared to bum 
Mm, would overcome his decision. Cyril, how- 
ever, remained stead&st and immoveable. As 
soon as he was brought back, the magistrate 
began compassionately to reason with him, and 
to persuade him to give up Christ; but the 
young martyr replied, 'Your fire and sword 
cannot hurt me, I- am going to a better home : 
despatch me quickly that I may get to it sooner.' 
The bystanders were all in tears ; he noticed it, 
and said to them, ' You ought to be glad, and so 
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you wonld be, if yon knew the city to^'Which I 
am going/ Thns he went to death. 

<' Now. this firmness could not be natural in 
a child ; but the Holy Spirit had so filled his 
heart with love to Christ, that it enabled him to 
endure anything for his sake. Cyril could die 
but once, but to him might be applied that 
encouraging promise in the second chapter of 
Revelation, ' He that overcometh shall not be 
hurt of the second death/ " 

^' Dear Mamma," cried Emma, ** what a won- 
derful boy ! Is that story quite true ?" 

" It is, indeed," answered her mother," 

" I wish that I might be like Cyril," said 
Edgar. 

"You may be like him in faith, my dear 
child, though probably you will never have it 
put to 80 severe a trial as his ; but the faith that 
sustained martyrs through fire, and sword, and 
torment of every kind, is the very same in its 
nature and effects as that which we must now 
receive from God to enable us to devote ourselves 
to his service. We may not have trials like 
theirs ; but we shall all have something to prove 
our faith and love ; something to try us whether 
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we are ChristiaiiB in name only, or in deed and 
in trath. 

'*l must leave yon now, my children, as I 
have some business that requires my time else- 
where ; bat I hope yon will remember the subject 
we have been talking about, and pray earnestly 
to your heavenly Father that He may send you 
his Holy Spirit, to awaken and convert your 
hearts while you art yet young. 

" Remember the text which says, mow is the 
accepted time, and now is the day of salvation." 
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BY SIDNEY 0. MOORE. 
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Aunt Alice sat by the fireside ; in her hand 
was a gold locket, her eyes were fixed upon a 
small braid of beautiful, bright golden hair, and 
her thoughts were far away. Jane and Leonore 
had been long playing near her ; but at last they 
came up to their aunt's chair, and perceiving 
the object of her attention, asked eagerly to 
whom the bright hair belonged. 

^^ It belonged to your dear little Aunt Sarah," 
said Miss Edgerton. 

^' But I never saw Aunt Sarah ; I never heard 
of Aunt Sarah," said Leonore ; <' do tell me all 
about her." 

Aunt Edgerton told all about little Sarah, and 
the following sketch was the substance of her 
account : — 

Little Sarah was the youngest of a large 
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family, the play-thing and pet of all. She was 
a bright and happy child, her large blue eyes 
were fiill of thought and feeling, long golden 
brown hair fell in thick curls round her large 
open forehead, and her skin resembled lilies and 
roses. She was full of life and animation, dan- 
cing rather than walking over the gardens and 
lawn, cheering every one with the sunshine of 
her presence, and the quiet drollery of her 
remarks. 

She was always on the watch to do some kind 
act. If she saw any child weeping, she would 
raise her little pinafore, and dry the falling tears, 
and add caress to caress until smiles returned. 

If a beggar appeared before the hall-door, 
little Sarah ran in to plead for her : ^< Ob, 
Mamma, there is such a poor-looking woman 
at the door, and a poor little child with her, 
come and see what they want, and give it to 
them.*" A kinder heart, or brighter intellect I 
never met in any child. How often the fairest 
bud is removed to blossom in Paradise. She 
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was SO richly gifted we could hardly hope to 
keep her long in this world. It is a pleasure 
to write or speak of her ; her memory is fra- 
grant as the perfume of gathered violets. 

When she was about four years old, she began 
to learn to read ; and after her lessons were over 
every day, she used to like to read a few verses 
in the Bible. She did not treat the Bible as a 
common book, but as the precious gift of her 
heavenly Father. She often said, "Find out 
verses about God, I like verses with God in 
them ;" and once added, " I wish I was in heaven, 
for I love God and Jesus Christ." 

She was very fond of music, and warbled ten 
or twelve airs in perfect tune at four years of 
age. 

She was very fond of her little garden, and of 
the birds which she daily fed; but I think she 
loved her Bible better than any of these things. 
One day she ran to meet me, with a little book 
in her hand, her face beaming with delight. 
"Do look at these verses, they are so very 
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beautiful." I looked at the texts, (now forgot- 
ten,) and was surprised that she ooold understand 
them, much less read them with a pleasure whidi 
lighted up her face with joy. 

On another oocasion, she was repeating the 
hymn— 

" Tis the voice of the daggard, I hear hun complain, 
Tou have waked me too soon, I must dmnber again." 

And when she came to the line — 
*' But he scarce reads his Bible, and never loves thinking/' 

she stopped, and observed, ^* then he did not 
love God, since he did not love God's Bible." 

We may all try the reality of our love to 
God, by our love of his holy book. We cannot 
love him, if we leave his book unopened from 
Sunday to Sunday. Many a Bible now lying 
neglected on a shelf, and covered with dust, will 
hereafter witness against its owner. 

Sarah was very fond of Scripture stories, 
and the lives of religious children. I have still 
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a book of this kind, bearing many marics from 
her pencil. 

She c^ten puzzled me with curions questions ; 
and one day, in the midst of a flood of childish 
tears, she suddenly stopped to enquire, why her 
t«ar8 tasted of salt. 

When Sarah was about seven years old, we 
left our pleasant home in the country for a city 
home, which we hoped to flad still more pleasant. 
Soon after, Sarah became a delicate child. She 
no longer flitted about like a buttei^y, or danced 
in buoyancy of spirit, but moved noiselessly, with 
languid step. Her cheek lost its brilliant colour ; 
she loved reading and musie more, and play 
less ; she became quiet and thoughtful, only 
occasionally uttering a droll remark, flashing with 
her former spirit. Her inquiring mind, however, 
still found pleasure in vimting museums, zoologi- 
cal gardens, and other objects of interest. 

The death of an uncle made a great impres- 
sion on her mind, and she began to think 
frequently of a future state. 
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December 29th she said, that she feared that 
her sins would prevent her going to heaven, that 
she mnst have told a falsehood, though she could 
not remember it. ** I am afraid that I may die 
to-night, and I am not ready, I am not ready." 

I spoke of the Lord Jesus, and asked if she 
loved him. 

"I think I do." 

'^ Could any one bat the Lord Jesus save you?" 

« No." 

''Do you believe that he is willing to save 
you r 

" Yes." 

'' Then pray to faim, and he will certainly be 
your Saviour." She prayed in silence for a few 
minutes, and then fell asleep. 

It is a wise remark, that the hour of children's 
rest is an important one to mothers, and they 
should study to impress the minds of their iniant 
charge with the feeling, ''I will lay down in 
peace, and take my rest; for it is thou. Lord, 
only, that maketh me to dwell in safety." 
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January 5tb. — Soon after dear Sarah had 

been placed in her little bed, she suddenly burst 

into tears, exclaiming, " what shall I do, if I 

die in my sleep, I am not ready, I am not ready." 

<' It is not likely that you should die so soon ; 

but pray to Jesus, and he will make you ready." 

** tell me what to say." 

" Any words will do ; any words you like." 

'* I don't know what to say ; O tell me." 

She remained a few minutes in silent prayer, 

with her little bands raised and clasped together, 

and soon ceased to sob. The text, '< Before they 

call, I will answer; and while they are yet 

speaking, I will hear," seemed to comfort her 

much. Her childish heart, though now hoping 

forgiveness, still trembled at the thoughts of 

entering an unknown and unseen world, without 

a friend or relative to accompany her. She was 

reminded that the Lord Jesus was ever near 

all who trust in him, to help them through the 

dark valley, and receive them into joy. ^ Besides, 

he could take your friends with you if he wished ; 
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bat if he pleases to take one at a timey surely 
he cannot mistake ; he knows what is best for 
all." ** O yes, he always knows best," she 
replied. At the close of onr oonversation, I 
asked, ''Are yon now afraid to die alone?" 
'* No, for Jesu8 is in heaven" 

I watched her gently and calmly pelding 
to repose; at intervals raising her eyes in 
prayer, until slumber sealed her thoughts. 

Although she had gained the rock which is 
Christ, she was often at this time swept away 
again into deep waters, again to return and cling 
to the rook with the strong grasp of faith. 

January 7th.-^After prayers she seemed lost 
in thought. I asked her if she was still tbinkisg 
of her devotions ; and as she now added to her 
usual form, many little petitionB, silently ex- 
pressed in childlike thougfats, I asked if she had 
prayed to be prepared for heaven. 

*^ I did, but that was not what I was thmking of." 

« Perhaps you prayed for long life ?" 

« Indeed I did not." 
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She then burst into tears^ saying, '^1 was 
thinking that I might not go to heaven. I was 
afrsdd that I might die without being prepared." 

'^Pray to Christ, and he will not turn you 
away. ' Though your sins be as scarlet^ they 
shall be white as snow ; though they be red as 
crimson, they shall be as wool.' " 

" Is that promise intended for every one who 
prays ?" 

*' Tes : Jesus said^ ' Come unto me all ye weary 
and heavy laden, and / wUlgive you rest Ask 
and ye shall receive, seek and ye shall find.' " 

Little Sarah simply believed that what Jesus 
promised, that would he do ; and she rested for 
safety on his word, for forgiveness for the past. 

<' But what shall I do, if I sm again before I 
die r 

" Come again to Christ. As Mr. Gregg told 
us yesterday, ^Ask for daily pardon for daUy 
sin.''' 

Only the work of Ood^s Holy Spirit eould 
teach this amiable and excellent child, that she 
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was still a simier in the sight of God, though 
she was faultless in the mght of man. The 
knowledge of her sininlness made her feel the 
want of a Saviour; so she came to the Lord 
Jesns, and became happy — happy in life, hi^py 
in death, happier still now, in heaven. 

Blessed are they who find ont in time, that 
all, even those who have not sinned before maD; 
have sinned before God ; and that " the blood of 
Jesus Christ deanseth from all sin." Not the 
self-righteous, but those who know themselves to 
be sinners, did Jesus. die to save. 

March 31 st. — She was again troubled by the 
fear of carrying her sins with her through the 
gates of death ; but soon aftej^ repeated the invi- 
tation of the Saviour, <' Come unto me, all ye 
weary and heavy laden, and I will give you 
rest." Once more she laid her sins at the feet 
of Jesus, and again found pardon and peace. 

How well has Bunyan described the progress 
of the Pilgrim. This child of seven years old, 
like Christian, struggled in the slough of despond ; 
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like hioiy found the promises of God were as 
firm steppiDg-stones ; like him, fell back into the 
slough ; like him, found her sins as a burden 
heavy to bear ; but like him, at last reaehed the 
foot of the cross, where, in the presence of her 
Saviour's atonement, the burden rolled away, 
and at last disappeared. 

There are some who would say that I should 
have silenced her doubts, and turned.her thoughts 
firom sudi solemn subjects. I am glad that I did 
not. I am glad that I did not check her, nor put 
a false salve on the wounds of conscience. 
Though she was a little child, she was an 
immortal soul. Three months of mingled hopes 
and fears were followed by a year of perfect 
peace, in which her advanced knowledge, and 
experience of Cliristian life, often astonished and 
startled us ; and this year of peace was followed 
by years of glory. 

After these three months of anxiety, she found 
that rest which Jesus promised. She built her 
house on the rock, which is Christ, and lived 
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happily. Morning and eveimig die brought all 
her wants and failinga before Gk)d, and sought 
pardon and strength. We remaiked what a kng 
time she spent on her knees. And I observed 
this one morning to her. ''I have so many 
things to ask for,'* she answered with simplicity. 

She no longer feared, nor wept, nor doubted. 
She loved God as a good Father. She loved 
Christ as a dear Saviour. She thought of them, 
until they seemed friends ever present, ever near 
her ; and for all things, she drew near to them 
in prayer. 

''The Christian's Daily Bread/' and other 
reli^ouB books were her favourite companions, 
both at home, and at the searside. The former 
little book is still marked in pencil by her small 
and unsteady hand. In " Bickersteth's Chris- 
tian Psalmody,'' she took a delight unusual in 
one so young. 

During the summer she passed some weeks 
at the searside, and greatly enjoyed her rambles 
on the shore, but she often returned fatigued. 
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The fresh hrepze failed to restore her health; 
and while she watched the ehbing tide^ her own 
life was silently ebbing away^ though we knew 
it not. 

Had I the least idea that she should not Hve 
to see another summer, I should have recorded 
a thousand brilliant remarks, or rel^ous say- 
ings, which haye now passed from the page of 
memory. 

llie few conversations already narrated, were 
noted down on the nights on which they occurred, 
and were sometimes noted by fire%ht, lest the 
light of a candle should disturb little Sarah. 
Her fears of death, hopes of salvation, and vivid 
impressions of eternity, were so strongly con- 
trasted with her child-like Mfe, passed in lesson 
or in play, that I did not wish to forget them ; 
but I did not keep any journal for the remainder 
of the year. 

During the variety which always enlivens a 

wat^ring place, Kttle Sarah's religious feelings 

maintained their ground. Although she enjoyed 
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the hours which were spent in zeroise out of 
doors, she seemed still more to enjoy quiet reading 
at home. The Bible was still her beloved book ; 
and during her play-hours she often read hymns. 

I seem to see her still before me, with her 
hymn-book in her hand, her expressivB oounte- 
nance brightening, now and then, over a new 
idea or favourite passage — strange amusement, 
I thought it, for a little child. 

She was now placid and' happy at all times; 
the shadow of a fear never crossed her mind. 

She passed the winter at home, under the 
care of an aunt, who dearly loved her, and they 
read the Scriptures daily together. 

March 20th. — This dear relative repeated 
many texts for her. Her favourite text was, 
'* Whatsoever ye shall ask in prayer, believing, 
ye shall receive." '<I often think of that text 
when I am at prayers," she observed, " and 
I try to believe that I shall get what I ask for, 
because you know, that if I believe that I shall 
get them, I shall get them." 
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In the beginning of April symptoms of water 
on the brain appeared. She was still in tbe 
habit of reading one or two chapters daily^ with 
her kind aunt. On the 8th of April, she read, 
for the last time, (the chapter selected was the 
7th of Revelation) and afterwards, for the last 
time, she took ciurriage exercise. She now 
suffered much from headadie, but passed most 
of her time in slumber. From the 13th she 
was confined to bed, and spoke but seldom. 
14th — On being asked if she had prayed the 
night before, she replied, " yes." 15th — I asked 
her if she could stiU pray. She could not speak, 
but raised her eyes to heaven and then looked 
meaningly at me. 

When speech became too great an effort, she 
still lifted up her eyes as if in prayer ; and at 
times listened attentively to a few favourite texts. 

Early on the morning of Wednesday, the 18th 
of April, death approached her gently. She 
slept; but her little hand was raised in con- 
vulsive quivering. Her face still wore a beautiful 
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and calm expreasuxi of perfect peace. We watched 
the angelic features, and were soothed by the 
certainty that she was passing painlessly to 
heaven. We could hardly tell the exact moment 
of her departure, so gently did she fall asleep 
in Jesus.* On the tombstone which coyers her 
earthly remaps, it is written — 

**Jlnd he said, is it weU with the child? 
And she aasweredi it is well." 

A PORTRAIT. 

A sunbeam Ungen on her golden hair, 

A spirit shineth in her bright blue eye, 

That ever watcheth, watcheth silently 

To do some act of lore or childish aid. 

Health laughs upon her throne, the rosy cheek ; 

While on her forehead, pale and nobly high, 

Intelligence beams forth ; 

Joy lends its dasticUy to steps 

That bound along, like fawns in forest wild. 

Save when the voice of sorrow moumeth low, 

Then quickly, gently she draweth near, 

To diy the tear, and soothe the suffering ; 

Standis there a chOd of poverty without. 

To seek a pittance for his withered frame, 

With her he has a ready advocate ; 

With patient care she cons her daily task. 

And loving home, looks onwards still to heaven. 

* Aged eight years and eight months. 
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THE MARTYRS OF FLORENCE. 

FRAKGESCO AND B08A KADIAI. 



" MikMMA/' said Lucy MoDro^ " tell me a story 
of some of the martyrs." 

" ShaU I tell you of martyrs who perished 
mauy years ago, or of V^o saiferers for Christs 
who are this moment living in the prisons of 
Tuscany." 

<< Oh ! Mamma^, I should like to hear of people 
still living; I might hear them or see them 
some day, if I should travel to Italy." 

Mrs. Monro found her story too long to tell, 
so she wrote it down as follows : — 

Francesco Madiai, and Rosa his wife, are 
people of humble rank, but their story is now 
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exciting much interest throughoot Europe. Fran- 
oesoo was a Coariery that is, a messenger who 
journeys a little in advance of travellers, to 
announce their arrival at hotels. Rosa lived a 
long time in England, as lady's maid in a noble- 
man's family. They were both Romanists ; but 
Francesco, while residing in America, became a 
Protestant. 

Soon after, as they had saved a little money, 
they married, and took a house. 

On the 17th of August, 1851, the gendarmes 
visited their house, and though both husband 
and wife were absent, the police searched every 
room, from the ground floor to the attic. Two 
Bibles, and a copy of Hawker's Morning Portion 
were found, and carried off. 

An Englishman and two Italians were waiting 
in the house for the return of the Madiai. The 
gendarmes waited too ; and when Francesco re- 
turned, the four friends were all taken to prison. 

Rosa said to her husband, " Take courage, 
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my friend, you have not done any harm, and 
you will soon be free." 

But instead of obtaining his freedom, Fran-^' 
oesco heard the sad news that Rosa also had 
been arrested, and was now locked up in the 
same prison, though in a different cell. 

The Italians did not dare to hurt the English- 
man ; and the Consul obliged them to release 
him in. twenty-four hours. But the other friendsT 
of the-. Madiai were allowed to choose whether 
they preferred perpetual imprisonment, or per- 
petual banishment. They chose the latter, and 
left their native land to wander homeless and 
destitute. 

It would have been happy for Francesco and 
Rosa, if they had been allowed to go into banish- 
ment also; but their fate was more severe. 
Locked up in very dirty cells, and never allowed' 
to see each other, Rosa fell ill, and begged that • 
a physician might be sent to her. She was not 
allowed to see one ; no, not «ven when • she 
seemed to be in a dying state. When she got a 
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little better^ she was taken before a judge, who 
asked her if she was the person accused of 
'^ blasphemy and impiety." 

'< If to believe on the Lord Jesus Christ as 
my only Saviour be this, then I am that person 
— but let God judge.'' 

Do you know, dear child, what the judge called 
blasphemy? It was this — Rosa said that the 
Tirgm Mary was a good woman, but that she 
was not the queen of heaven,' as the monks 
impiously called her, and Rosa would not pray 
to her. She and her husband were placed in 
pAsaa without having done any thing wrong, 
but merely because they read the Bible, and 
were Protestants. 

Little child, you may be thankful that you 
were born in happy England ; and that you need 
not fear that the walls of a prison shall ever 
enclose you or your parents for obeying Grod, 
by reading his holy Book, and refusmg to worship 
the Virgin. 

Week after week passed by, and neither Rosa 
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nor Francesco had any one to speak to. Their 
cells were silent as the grave ; they could never 
hear a clock nor a bell^ nor any one moving. 
At last, Francesco asked if he might have his 
watch, that he might count the hours, and that 
its ticking might ''break the silence of the tomb.'" 
Even this trifle was refused him. 

He was now to be removed to another prison, 
(Deer. 1851 ;) and some kind friends, with much 
trouble, obtained leave for him to see his wife 
before he went. It was a painful meeting ; for 
the health of both had suffered much from con- 
finement, and each was surprised to see the 
change which five months of prison life * had 
produced. Still, each encouraged the other 
saying, <' It is a blessing to be allowed to suffer 
for the sake of our Lord and Master, Jesus 
Christ. 

The doors of both cells were afterwards opened 
for a moment and the husband and wife ran into 
each other's arms ; but they were separated 
again very quickly. 
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At last, on the 5th of Jane, 1852, they were 
broaght to trial. In Italy, six judges oonsolt 
together, and aet both as jury and as judges. 
Before these men, the prisoners were placed In 
the dock, guaided by several gendarmes. Hie 
doors were shut, lest the people, or the reporters 
of the newspapers, should hear what was going on. 

Wbeneyer Fraoceseo was asked a questicm 
about his religion, he answered in the words of 
the Bible, a habit which enraged the judges very 
much. Rosa answered so well, that we are 
reminded of the promise, *^ When ye are broi^ht 
before kings and rulers for my sake, take no 
thought what ye shall speak; for in the same 
hour, the Holy Ghost shall teach you what 
you ought to say." 

The trial lasted two days. It was proved 
that they had lived peaceably and quietly ; and 
that Bosa had been kind to the sick, and generous 
to the poor. 

Some of the judges declared that both the 
prisoners were innocent. For twenty-foar hours 
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sentence was delayed; at last, the President 
gave his casting vote, and the Madiai were con- 
demned. Francesco Madiai was to " suffer four 
years' and eight months' solitary confinement, 
and hard labour ; and Rosa three years and ten 
months of the same. The ten months they had 
already passed in prison, were not to be counted 
as part of the sentence." Besides this, they 
were to pay the cost of their trial, which amonnted 
to two hundred pounds ; a large sum for people 
in their humble station to be fined. After they 
had fulfilled this long term, and paid this fine, 
they were to remain three years more under the 
strict care of the police. 

Soon after the last separation, Rosa wrote the 
following beautifiil letter to her husband. Read 
it, my child, again and again ; it is worthy of a 
place in your memory. It is worthy of one of 
the ancient martyrs. 

Mr Dear Madiai, 

Thou knowest how I hAve always loved thee, 
how much mora^ then, moat I love thee now, that we have 
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been together in the battle of the great King, and that 
we haye been cast down and not yanqaiahed. I hope that, 
through the merits of Jesus, God the Father has accepted 
onr testimony and that be will giro ns grace to be able 
to drink, even to the last drop, the bitter cap which is 
prepared for ns, and that too, with thanksgiving. 

Mj good Madiai — onr ]|£b, what is it ? A day — a day 
of grief; yesterday, yoong, to-day, old; but, neverthekfls, 
we can now say with old Simeon, '^ Lord now lettest thou 
thy servant depart in peace, for our eyes have seen thy 
salvation." 

Conrage, my beloved ; smce we know by the Holy Ghost, 
that that Christ who was laden with reproach, trodden under 
foot, and despised, is our Saviour; and by his holy light 
and power we find ourselves set to defend his holy cross, 
and Christ dying for us ; we receiving his reproaches, that 
we may afterwards partake of his holy glory. Do not fear, 
if our condemnation be severe ; God who caused the chains 
to fiill from Peter, and opened the gates of his pristm, will 
not foiget even us. 

Be of good courage ; let us cast ourselves entirely into 
the hands of God, let me see thee joyful, as I hope through 
the same grace, thou wilt see me joyfiil. 

With all her heart embraces thee. 

Thy afTectionate wife, 

Rosa Madiai. 
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''This letter was written by La Madiai^ in 
prison, June T, 1852, when the pablic minister 
had determined that she should be condemned, 
as she afterwards was condemned, to the penalty 
of forty-six months of the Ergastolo, and her 
hnsband to fifty-six months of public works." — 
The Prisoners of Hope, p. 71. 

Francesco had received the disappointment of 
his hopes with much calmness, ** merely saying, 
the Lord's will be done. He had during the 
long day, occupied himself in walking up and 
down the horrid room he had been placed in, 
repeating Psalms, chiefly Psalm cxvi.'' 
' The prisoners appealed to a higher court, but 
their sentence was confirmed. 

But they were not allowed to lie in their cells 
neglected, all the Protestants in Europe seemed 
to unite in their fayour. From Prussia, Pro- 
testant Germany, part of France, Holland, Swit- 
zerland and England, a cry was. raised on their 
behalf. Good men (and among them Lord Boden) 
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were sent to Florence^ to entreat the Graad Dnke 
to set the Madiai free. 

These good Samaritans visited the Marate 
prison. They found Madiai in perfect peace, 
although suffering from continual iUness. <' There 
is need of patience/' he said, while' his &oe -war 
cheerful, and he howed to the will of Qod* He 
also said, ' The comfort and joy of the Holy 
.Spirit never changes with me ; however it may 
be with my poor body, I am always happy; 
God has been with me all the time that I have 
been in prison, and he will always be with me, 
as long as I remain here, and I am aa sure 
that he will be with me until death.' He wished 
to get a supply of clean linen, &a, adding * if 
permitted.' We found, on enquiry, it was not 
permitted. He instantly smiled, saying, ^ Well, 
all things according to. the wiU of God.' He 
requested me to tell bb wife, that his prayer 
was that God wosld go with them to their prisons, 
and that he felt sure that God would be thdr 
companion there. I have seen Christians die 
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in perfect peaee and happiness, bnt I have never 
seen so complete triumph in the midst of life. 

** Afterwards we went to the Bargello ; Rosa's 
sufferings were greats but they soon assumed 
tiie character of Christian fortitude. She at once 
took leave of the various hopes and fears which 
bad long kept her noble spirit in painful exercise, 
and turned at once to her strong-hold. 'Tell 
lUl/ she said, ^ not to pray for our freedom, but 
for that increase of faith which may enable us 
to suffer cheerfully.' And then before us all, 
and the attendants, she burat forth into fervent 
ptayer for more faith, more love to Jesus. 

<' She sent love to you all ; < Tell the brethren, 
should they be called to follow us, to bear what 
may be appointed them to suffer, but never to 
forsake their God ! I desire not only to take up 
the cross, but to bear it cheerfully with abounding 
thanksgiving. What an honour it is for such 
unworthy creatures to be called to suffer in the 
Lord's name.' " 

Rosa has been removed to a better cell, and 
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allowed to obtain a few comforts. The Ardi- 
bishop of Lucca has visited her^ aad tried to 
shake her faith in vain. Then the Grand Duke's 
mother visited her, but the poor ladies' maid 
was not dazzled nor persuaded by her sovereign's 
mother. 

A late account is dated Yoltena, October 21, 
1852. 

" In this place," says the writer, " is the fortress 
where Francesco Madiai ir confined ; and it has 
been my duty and privilege to attend upon him 
for the last month, during a suffering illness, 
which has, no doubt, been occasioned by the 
cruel persecution which he has endured, and the 
protracted confinement 

^* The special order which I obtained, has 
enabled me to be with him for about an hour 
daily, and for the most part I was with Inm 
alone. Whatever may have been his burden, 
temptation, or trial, we took counsel together, 
and cast all on the Lord. 

"His bodily weakness has been very great 
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aad his nerves weremuch shaken, bat the life 
and health of his soul have been untouched ; to 
Qod and to the word of his grace^ he has not 
only been steadfast, but even joyfully devoted. 

" The testimony for which he has suffered, is 
that to which he cleaves unto death, viz: the 
word of God received into his heart by faith. 

'^His delight in the Bible appears to be in 
proportion to the sufferings he has endured in 
testifying to its truth, and to its grace and glory. 
God has evidently honoured and blessed this 
fiiithful witness to his word. 

''In speaking of Francesco (at Yoltena) I 
must be understood to include Rosa, imprisoned 
at Lucca, for they are of one faith and one 
spirit. Her treatment was latterly improved, 
and her noble spirit almost forgets what she 
has gone through, in her striving to cheer and 
comfort her husband during his sickness. 

'^ Francesco.. is still so feeble, that he will 
require the greatest care against exposure of 
any kind ; and you must know that before this, 
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he was one of the halest and strongest of men. 
In one moment were they taken from aotive life 
to solitary cells — their house closed, and though 
it was opened again for lodgers for a short time, 
nnder the idea that the prosecntion wonld soon 
close, it was finally given np, and their fiimitare, 
&c. (the fruits of their industry) were removed 
to a warehouse, and would, no doubt, be sold 
at a great loss. This they have borne withoQt 
a word.*' 

December 2, 1852. — A Christian friend vicdted 
the martyrs of Florence. He found Francesco 
Madiai feeble and worn out by sickness. He 
seemed sinking into a lethargy, but roused him*> 
self to say, '^They are poisoning n^e ; they put 
poison into every thing I eat." 

It was said that this poison was of a nature to 
soften the brain, and to produce idiotcy before 
death. It was also reported soon after, that 
Francesco had died from its efifects. 

But this is not tjbe case. Both the martyrs. 
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are Btill enduring a liying deaths within the walls 
of their prisons. 

At the beginning of the New Year^ 1853, 
Mr. Colombe, Chaplain to the Prussian embassy, 
obtained leave to visit the prisoners. He said 
'' he had never met with any one so completely 
living above the world, as that child of God, 
Francesco Madiai." Madiai told M. Colombo, 
that he had done with earthly things ; that he 
believed it was God's will that he should die 
for His caase; and that he tried not to think 
of his dear wife, or her sufferings, except when 
in prayer. He said, too, '^ this blessed season 
(Christmas,) fills my heart with love to my 
Saviour, my friends, and my enemies, for whom 
I pray." 

Florence, January 8, 1853. — On New Year's 
Day, Rosa gave a little treat to all the female 
prisoners, some pollenta, and a glass . of wine, 
each. Rosa enjoys better health ; her tall figure, 
and fine countenance, look dignified even in the 
prison dress, a coarse yellow and white-striped 
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linen, and a plain aVoll-oap of the aame matmals. 
There are thirty other prisoners, fbr religiau'a 
sake, ia Florence. Hon thankfhl should we be 
for living in a land vhere the Bible may be 
daily read in peace. May we, and all who are 
dear to us, prize the book of God, as do the 
Madiai. 
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"Wake, boys, arise, and follow me," said the 
rough gaoler, as he entered a cell in one of the 
largest prisons in Paris. It was still midnight, 
and the feeble and delicate little Henri dung 
closely to the side of his elder brother, as they 
passed dark vaults and gloomy passages, where 
the gaoler's torch, casting a faint light before 
them, seemed to make the darkness of the lofty 
walls more dark by contrast. At last they 
reached the well-barred door of a condemned 
cell; and a rusty key, creaking as it turned, 
admitted the children to their father's arms. 

An hour quickly passed, and the gaoler's rough 
head again appeared at the door, "You have 
but five minutes more ; not for twenty diamond 
rings, such as you gave me, would I risk meet- 
ing the patrol — be ready to part in five minutes." 
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The Duke again drew his children to his heart. 
" You hear, my dear sons/' said he, " you hear 
the hammers at work on the 6ca£fold on which 
I am doomed to die to-morrow. We cannot 
again meet on earth, let us seek to meet in 
heaven. Pray often, that the Lord Jesus Christ, 
the only Saviour, may he your Saviour. Pray 
that the Holy Spirit may prepare your hearts 
for heaven. Say this prayer: *0 God, for 
Christ's sake, give me thy Holy Spirit. O my 
Saviour, wash my sins away in thy precious 
Wood. Amen.' Rememher these, your dying 
father's prayers. My hlood will suffice my ene- 
mies ; they will hlush to imprison children, and 
will, I hope, set you free. Tell yoiir dear 
inother that I die happy, trusting in my Al- 
mighty Saviour, — that my last prayers were for 
her and for you." 

The gaoler hastily entered, and removed the 
boys, but the malice of the wicked king, Louis 
XI., prepared fbr them another, a cruel meeting 
with their father. 

Next morning the Duke was beheaded, and 
his young and innocent children were compelled 
to be present. Clothed in white, they were placed 
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at tbe foot of the scaffold, where they were 
sprinkled with their father's hlood. 

Henri fainted^ and was carried back to the 
cell 'insensible. Philippe dashed himself on the 
ground, and wished that he were old enough 
to draw his sword against his father's murderers. 

Bat if that beloved parent coald have heard 
him, he would have said, ^' Did not our Saviour 
command us to forgive our enemies, and to pray 
for those who despttefully use and persecute us. 

Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord^ I will 
repay." 

Philippe ground his teeth, and clenched his 
small hand, as he paced his narrow cell; but 
when Henri trained his senses, he knelt down 
and prayed for himself, for his brother, and for 
the wicked king. And he received the strength 
and patience which he sought. 

And now the boys hoped to be set free, and 
to be allowed to return to their mother, and 
to their beautUul Chateau, on the banks of the 
Garonne. 

Philippe could hardly breathe freely in the 

close and gloom prison, and he longed to inhale 

again the fresh open air; to gallop again full 

speed over the extensive park ; and to row again 
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the little boat which had been baUt expressly 
for him. 

Henri could still less bear the hardships of 
prison life. Born feeble and delicate, had he 
been a Spartan baby, he would have been exposed 
to death on the mountain side ; but as he was 
a. French boy, his mother loved him better because 
he was sickly, and she reared him by the most 
tender care. Now his couch was of straw, his 
cell without fire. Poor tender plant shut up 
away from sunshine and air, to wither slowly 
away. 

He was soon to suffer a more extraordinary 
confinement. 

Only a few years before the Duke's death, 
the Cardinal de la Balue had invented an iron 
cage, in which no one could sit, nor lie down, 
nor stand up. He brought it to Louis XI., who 
was as much pleased with it, as he had expected ; 
but who soon after shut him up in it, which he 
did not expect. He little thought when he was 
planning the iron bars, so as to prevent all 
comfort or rest, that he was planning for himself 
a torture which should last eleven years, and 
horn which he was only freed by the death of 
the king. But so it happened. 
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Louitfi delighted with his new mode of making 
a prison more terrible, soon got some more iron 
cages made after the pattern of the OardiDars. 
These he often used; and even the historian^ 
Philip de Comines, was confined in one of them 
for eight months. 

Cruel as Louis was known to be, no one 
believed that he would have kept the Duke's 
little sons in prison ; still less could it be sup- 
posed, that he would shut up children in his 
fearful cages. . 

Yet so it was. Three days after their father's 
death, they were removed from their cell, and 
placed in separate iron cages. Poor boys, they 
had still one comfort, they were placed in the 
same room, and could talk to each other. 

Philippe Was vety strong and healthy, but 
his limbs soon became numb from his painful 
position ; as to Henri, he suffered much in silence. 

Often, both at home and in prison, had Phi- 
lippe supported Henri's weak frame, but now it 
was Henri who strengthened his brother. " Think 
of our dear Saviour," he would say, " he bore 
scourging, and the thorny crown ; his side was 
deeply wounded by the spear, and his hands were 
torn by sharp nails. He bore all these to save 
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ns, Philippe ; aad he hore the still heavier weight 
of his Fathei's anger for sin. All for ns, Philippe, 
and shall ^e not hear something for him, my 
hrother ? If God pleases, he can take ns from 
this prison ; bnt if not, let ns bear his will, and 
the will of him who died for ns/' 

" I cannot bear it, Henri." 

" O dear Philippe, let us do what papa told ns 
to do, what dear mamma told us to do before 
we were t^ken from her. Let us pray to Jesus 
for help, and he wiU help us. He loves us 
better than papa or mamma did ; he will help 
us to bear whatever he sends. 

"I never heard him speak," said Philippe, 
" and I never saw him, and I don't know if he 
loves us.*' 

*'But you heard what he said, Philippe — 
* I love them that love me.** I love him very 
much, and I feel in my heart that he loves me. 
He loves you too, my brother — only come to 
him." 

Henri got weaker every day, but he spoke 
more and more of heaven. 

Every morning the gaoler brought a loaf of 
bread and a jug of water, for each little prisoner, 
and set them down by the bars of the iron caires. 
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Philippe told the man that his young brother 
was sick, and that it wonld be an act of charity 
to take him out, and lay him on the floor of the 
cell. He begged hard, as if for his own life ; 
but the gaoler did not answer^ nor speak, he 
only made haste to go away. 

Then Henri would try to comfort his brother, 
and would say, '' I cannot eat of this bread much 
longer ; but I shall be always near Him who 
said, ' I am the bread of life.' I cannot drink of 
this water much longer, but I shall drink of the 
water of life. Do not you remember that mamma 
told us that living water means the Holy Spirit ; 
and if we pray for it now, it will cleanse and 
guide us here, and afterwards receive us into 
glory. Come, Philippe, and let us pray." 

''I had a pleasant dream last uight," said 
Philippe ; '< I dreamed that I was again at home. 
The draw-bridge was let down, and 1 was 
bounding over it, towards the great gate of the 
castle, and I saw mamma coming from the 
garden ; and oh ! how glad she was to see me. 
And there were lamps shining through the trees, 
and coloured lamps on arches over the doors, 
just as they were on the fdte of my last birth- 
day," 
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Then both the children wept^ as they thonght 
of their far pleasant home. 

But Henri was first comforted^ and said, *' I 
shall soon go home ; not to the chateau of the 
Garonne, but to my home in heaven. I shall 
meet dear papa there, and we will wait, uid 
watch for you and mamma, and we shall all be 
happy together with Jesus." 

That night Henri had a very pleasant dream. 
In sleep he thought over what his brother had 
said, and he too dreamed of home. He thought 
that the iron bars which hurt his delicate Umbs 
so much were all taken away, and that he lay 
on a soft, pleasant bank of violets, in the sun- 
shine, the fresh air was breathing on his brow, 
and his mother was sitting beside him, singing 
a low sweet hymn, while birds were singing in 
chorus in the trees above them. 

Then he waked, and shrank back painfblly 
from the sharp bars, and in the dim, gray light, 
he saw Philippe sleeping, with his form distorted 
by the shape of his hateful cage. 

Then the weary child fell asleep again ; and 
now he dreamed that he saw his Saviour seated 
on a throne, surrounded by bright angels, and 
his father was standing with them, as bright as 
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they were; and the child seemed to hear the 
music of their harps, as they sung the praises of 
Him who had washed them from their sins in 
his own blood. Then Henri tried to rise np and 
go to them ; but swift, deep waters bore him 
away, and he was sinking fast, when he cried 
out, " O my Saviour help me," and the Holy 
One stretched out his hand, and lifted the trem- 
bling little one from the tossing waters, and 
placed him once more in his father's arms. 

" Oh happy, happy dream," cried Henri, as 
he wakened. '' Oh that my Saviour would come 
and take me home." Come Lord Jesus, come 
quickly." 

Quickly the sick child faded. One motning 
when the gaoler brought in his loaf, he found 
that he did not answer; a sweet smile rested 
on his pale lips ; but Henri was free, Henri was 
in heaven. 

Far happier was he than the powerfiil king 
who had condemned him. Louis trembled when 
he thought of death ; he had long been cruel, 
aad now he began to fear that he might be 
murdered by the relatives of some of those whom 
he had hung, like chestnuts, from the trees of 
his park. He shut himself up in a strong 
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ttiMtld, gaarded bj many Boldiers ; he set traps 
and pi&lls in the grass aroond, and sharp 
instroments to cat the feet of any who sboold 
approach the castle, except by one path. He 
wore chain annoor nnder his clothes lest any 
should stab him ; and refused to eat of any dish 
nnless the cook first tasted it, lest any should 

Kison him. He had six bed-rooms with iron 
sks on the doors, and he slept in a different 
room every night, lest an assassin should find 
him. He was a miserable man. The saints 
were his gods, and he always wore their small 
leaden images in his hat ; he used often to take 
them down and pray to them. If he received 
what he prayed for, he knelt to thatik the leaden 
linages ; but if he did not rec^ve what he wished, 
be threw the images on the ground, and trampled 
on them. 

There was one enemy that could not be barred 
out by the iron spikes round the caatle. Sickness 
oanw in and confined him to his bed. He raved, 
he blasphemed, he offered the physicians half 
his kingdom ii they would only keep away 
death ; he swore that he would not die. 

Bnt hb riches and his greatness passed away. 
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On the 30th of August, 1485, death came for 
him. There was not a tear shed for him. 

In his royal castle he had been miserahle; 
but Philippe in his prison, and in his iron cage, 
had found happiness. Left alone, he thought 
over Henri's words, over the lessons of his father 
and mother; he learned to pray, and in prayer 
found rest. 

Soon after the new king, Charles, had re- 
moved to his new palace, a lady in deep mourning 
was announced. She was Philippe's mother. 
She pleaded for her son, and obtained his release. 

Soon the gaoler brought him the glad news, 
and prepared him to meet the Duchess. His 
heart danced with joy, and overflowed in thanks 
and praises to the Almighty who had heard his 
prayers. He was then carried home, and his 
mother watched by him. It was new life to 
him to have his pale cheeks fanned by the fresh 
air. The old servants came out to meet their 
young master, and rejoicings filled the Chateau 
of the Garonne. After a short time, Philippe 
partly regained the use of his limbs, but he 
always remained a lame cripple. 

However the crippled Duke became famed for 
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acts of charity ; he lived happily to a good old 
age, and died in peace. 

You will be glad to hear, my dear children, 
that many years after, the people of Paris burst 
open the prison doors, and broke all the cages 
of Louis XI. into small pieces. You would have 
gladly helped to destroy these cruel engmes of 
torture, and I should have gladly looked on 
while you destroyed them. Yet one of these 
hateful cages was to Henri what the chariot 
of fire was to Elijah ; from it he had ascended 
to heaven. And while we looked at it, we should 
perhaps reflect, that no one can be quite un- 
happy, even in sickness or in prison, if Jesus 
be there with him as his Saviour and his 
friend. 
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'A LADT and gentleman, who lived in India, had 
three little children, Henry, Mary, and Ellen. 

India is a very hot country, and its climate 
is, in general, nnfavourable to the health of the 
children of English parents ; and for this reason, 
they are frequently sent to Great Britain to be 
brought up and educated. Many little ones have 
thus been deprived of the proper care and watch- 
fuMove of their parents. 

It was a sore trial to Mr. and Mrs. Baldwin, 
to be obliged to send their dear little Henry, and 
Mary, and Ellen to England ; for they loved them 
very much, and shed many tears on parting with 
them. 

The children were put into a large ship,' under 
' the care of a black woman, who had been their 
nurse : they sailed away upon the'great ocean for 
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weeks and montlis^ going &rthef and &rther every 
day from their papa and mamma ; till at last they 
came to a sea-port town in the West of England, 
where a kind relation, a sister of their mother's, 
had already arrived to receive them. She was 
very glad, indeed, to see them, and embraced 
them tenderly ; she told them that they had been 
committed to her care by their parents, and that 
she hoped they would love her, and be obedient 
to her, and that she would try to make them as 
happy as she possibly could. 

The little children were very glad to. meet, in 
their aunt, so kind a friend ; so, after they bad 
parted with their black nurse, who returned im- 
mediately to India, they set out with their aunt, 
Mrs. Hope, for her residence in Hampshire* 

Tou may suppose how glad they were to leave 
the confinement of a ship, with its small cabins 
and crowded company, tossdng up and down on 
the great seas ; to travel in an open carriage, 
upon a smooth road, in a beautiful country, where 
the fresh, bracing air, the lovely verdure of the 
fields, and the singing of the birds^ gave them 
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a pleasant impression of the new ooontry in which 
they were now to remain. 

When Mrs. Hope had brought these little chil- 
dren home to her hoase, and they had ^nt a 
few days in her company^ she was grieved to 
find, that, thongh their bodies had been well taken 
care of, their souls had been quite neglected ; no 
money had been spared to give them nice fopd 
and fine clothes ; but in India, they had been left 
ehi^y in their nursery to the care of black ser- 
vants, who were ignorant heathens, and who had 
taught them some of their own notions of reli- 
gion. 

Poor Mary, and Ellen, and Henry, knew no- 
thing about their own hearts, or about the evil 
of sin ; they had never heard of God in his true 
character of love; one who so loved the world, 
that He gave his only begotten Son to redeem it. 
Nor had they heard what that Blessed Saviour, 
Jesus Christ, had suffered, when he died on the 
^OBS for sinners ; nor of the Third Person in the 
Holy Trinity, called in Scripture, the Holy Ghost, 
the Comforter ; whose office b to deanse the 
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heart from sin, and sanetify it and make it fit for 

heaven. 

" They had heard of Bramah, and Vishnoo^ and 

Jaggernant^ and other names of idols^ fatoely 

called gods by the Hindoos who are heathens ; 

but of the true God, as revealed in the Bible, tb^y 

knew nothing. 

Now, this was a subject of great concern te 
Mrs. Hope; for she considered, that every other 
advantage which they had enjoyed was nothing, 
in comparison with the great importance of know- 
ing the way whereby they should be saved from 
eternal misery. She knew the Scripture which 
says, " what is a man profited, if he gain the 
whole world and lose his own soul, or what shall 
a man give in exchange for his soul." 

Mrs. Hope had, in consequence of these reflec- 
tions, talked a little to her nieces and nephew, 
upon these subjects, concerning which, she had 
discovered their ignorance; but without much 
success ; when one day little Henry came running 
in to her, followed by his sisters, their feces all 
glowing with interest, and all three crying out, 
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^ Dfa ! Aaaty dear Aunt; come, see the balloon^ the 
balloon." 

''Where ?" said their Aunt, rising immeiyately 
from her work-table. 

'^ Yon will see it in the garden, Aant/'was 
the quidc reply, '' bat please make baste : we saw 
it rise a large, large ball from behind a boose, 
some fields off, and it went up Very fast into the 
air ; it was getting smaller when we ran in to 
tell you ; oh ! make haste !" 

Mrs. Hope instantly followed the children into 
the garden, and there beheld a very large balloon 
at a considerable distance above their heads. 

'' Oh ! Aunt, do you see that," cried Mary, 
«« and do yon see the beautiful car hanging to it, 
shining with gold.'^ 

<' And do you see the two men in it,'' exclaimed 
Henry ; '^ they are waving flags.^' 
. ^' Oh ! Aunt, Aunt, Fm afraid they will drop 
out and be killed," cried little Ellen, covering her 
face with her hands. 

<< Indeed it is sometimes a dangerous experi- 
ment,'' replied her aunt ;- ** some persons have 
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been killed in the deeeent of a liallaimy thoogh 
others have escaped." 

<' What do they go ap for^ Aunt P" 

^ I suppose it is to get to heaveD,** said Heury ; 
^fsee, see^ the ballooQ is getting sroaUer and 
smaller ; we cannot perceive the sparkle of ^e 
gold now, nor the coloor of the silk ; Oh ! how 
high it is ; now it is entering a dead. Oh ! Aunt, 
it most surely be dose to heaT«i ! How I shooU 
like to go up to heaven in a balloon ; it would 
be such an easy way.'^ 

'' So should I/' " and I" re-echoed his sisters. 

" Dear chUdren, why do you wish to go to hea- 
ven P^ asked their aunt. 

** Because it is a beautiful and a happy place : 
you told us so yesterday. Aunt," replied Mary. 

*' But did I not tell you that it is a holy place, 
also?" 

^^ I think you did, Aunt : but there, see now ! 
Brother, Sister, look ! the balloon is just gone ; 
it is so high we can only see a black spedc ; I 
suppose it is just in heaven now^ Aunt !" 

** No ! my love that is not the way to travel 
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there; there are great mistakes made on this 
pointy and many ways proposed, by different peo- 
ple^ of arriving at that happy place, which fall 
as fait short of the real trnth, as yonr idea of 
going np there in a balloon." 

** And how do yon know the real, &ue way, 
Aunt r 

**l learn it from the Kble, my dear child, 
lliat blessed book whidi I showed yon yesterday ; 
it contains an account of the dealings of God with 
men, and teaches them the means by which they 
may be saved.** 

'' 1 snppose, Aant," said little Bllen, '< if we 
could get bibles enough to build a very high 
ladder, we might get up to heaven that way^ 

Mrs. Hope, smiled ; '' no, my love, that is not 
the way we are to make use of the Bible in order 
to get to heaven ; but, now, as we are talking on 
the subject, I should like to hear from each of 
you, what you think or know of the world above* 
Ton have each a soul, that is to live for ever ; 
you have also ea(^ a body, that is to last only 
for a little while : it may be destroyed by sick- 
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ness or accident ; but if it should escape these, it 
will become old and wear out, and then the soul 
can no longer dwell in it: what is to become of 
the soolafter.that, is, therefore, a very solemn 
question.'* ' 

The children looked grave at this remark. 
Mary, who was the eldest, took her aunt^s hand 
who was walking round the garden, and the two 
younger ones pressed up close to her on the other 
side, looking eagerly up to her face. 

" Aunt," said Mary, " I remember Seeing in 
India, a strange kind of men ; they used to leave 
off working for their bread, to live by begging : 
and .their hands and feet were lied 6p till they 
became. quite useless to them, that they might 
obtain our pity ; and sometimes their flesh was 
burned with hot irons, and made very sore.. They 
let their hair, and their beardj and: their nails 
grow, till they looked quite frigbt&l, afid they 
scarcely ate anything. Our hiirse told us that 
they - were holy men, who were preparing for 
eternal happiness, and who would, no doubt, be 
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imtticKat^y talceii-iipCiohapyiiiess whenever thisy 
died." 

'« Yes, llaorjr/' seplicid her atmty « I hive beard 
of these mett } they ane called Faquirs ; bat their 
DotieDa of rel^n are ta^en from very fake and 
wieked ibms of wordiip v^hich prveail amcmg the 
Hindooa. They worship they know not what, 
d^n-med idols made wiAi hands/ which can 
neither see, nor hear^ nor feel, to whom they 
atttribnte fanaiaQ passions and crimes of the worst 
deacfiption* They know noting of the true Qod, 
because they know nothing of his Son^ Jesns 
Chfisty by whom alone, as the Bible shows, we 
eaa have access to him. Their gods are of their 
own invention ; and tiieir heaven, and their holi- 
nesa are all their own inventions ; they mortify 

* ^ Their idols are silver and gold, the work of men's 
haodA They have mouths, bttt ther speak not ; eyes have 
thsy, bttt they see not ; they have ears, bat they hear not ; 
neees have they, but th^ ameU not ; thiey have hands, but 
they handle not ; feet have they, but they walk not ; neither 
speak they through their throat. They that make them 
are like unto them ; so is every one that tmsteth in them." — 
^salm exv. 4-8. 
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«ni twment A9 hoij \ hut in ^at way dac» Ak 
benefit the soul ?" 

*f Indeody A«ot» I dw^ Imow*' * sawI 1d»^y'**§ar 
tbose jFaqmr$, tboiigb tiiey let ap &r lioly men, 
were^ I beards yery mdc«d ; even amM said, 
they w«re pi^Qyid ef being abln to bear ao mlDcli 
torttife, and deq^iaed other people who could not 
do, or suffer ihe aame thinga; thej. wen. abo 
fead of beSng praised and tallied abo^t/^ 

'< This shews that their rdigion was ftist. 
True relif^ humbles ihe hearl, aud ttadbea 
loan t^e wi^dnesa whiib is nraUj 9tiSm it 
Iq f^, it teaeh0a tb9xh : and aa seqoi aa aver 
a man is eaaUed, bjr the paee of God, to (Som- 
pare his own rtate with the ao^ouot gmsa m 
S^pt^re of what th9 h^a^t of raan ia» tha^^ 

iostautly feels^ t^if ipust ba from Gjod^ fiqp he 
only who made maui eau tell what is in maxL . 
** NoW| the Bible teaches us that no maa aan 
floake himself righteous ; but the Faquir ai^a, 
' / will make myself righteous ;' and he tries to 
do so according to his own notions. But^ afier 
all, what does he effect by all his a^lf-toip^veirtlt P 
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0B ii0OQViM iftore proqdi s^fiaby and overbemag 
thiui he WM before ; not cue eyil passioQ U sub-* 
dtttd j not one ohaage i» fftovi^t ia his ehavAOter.'' 

"^ Then what should he do, Awt ?" 

^ My child, the Ethiopian cannot change hia 
Mn» nor the leopard his spota.'^ 

^< To be pwre, he cannot. Aunt ; and I 8«ppoae 
^at it in JQst aa hard for poor Faqoira to change 
their hearta. How I pit j them ! Iw<^iderwhat 
eonld be done for theae poor Faqoira." 

« Just the aame for t^em, my child, aa for ycu, 
and for me, aod for ev(9fy one of f he homitn r^oe. 
We are all of aa bora in aiu; we goaatray/rMM 
mtr birth ; we are without power to do any thing 
light of ooreelyea, and are under a aentenoe of 
eternal ooodemnatioB, if we die with oar aipa 
unpardoned, aad oar heartaanchaoged; bat God, 
ourowa trvs God, haa not left ua in thia dread* 
fill oondition withopt a remedy* He aent into the 
wodd hia only Son, the brightueaa of hia glory 
aad the expreaa image of hia peraon, to take our 
natara upon him, and in the hamble form of a 
I, to fulfil in our atead, all the eemmaodp of 
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GkM} ; shedding hi» predoud blood Q)p<m tbtr etxiM^ 
to purchase panrdon for us. I told yoa tbe^ stovy 
of his soibrings before ;> but I am now speaking 
more particularly of the pttrpoeo for which he 
sosereQk 

'' Jesus, the Sob of God, h^€mi» « little cUld^ 
jfH^ stf6li as you are^ ouly witbe^t t&M ; and when 
he gpe^ up, though he speAt his Hie doi^g" goody 
aiid te^hhig peo|»)e how they otnght be sar^ hf 
coming to him, and believiBg Ott him, yet at Istet 
the Jews took him, and (downed htm with thorns, 
a«id cru6^fed hiiii. He was %\m laid to tto 
grave, but after three days, as He had hlMMelf 
fotetold, he rose tfp otit of it, and appeared to 
hfe disolfiiles, atid eomforted, and instmeted theis 
for foity days longer. He then asoettded up into 
heaven Wore their eyes, atid the douds i^eokviiA 
him out of their sight. And we are fienther told 
that 'He ever Kveth to make iiMrcetmon fov us' 
-^' He is exalted td Qod's right hcnd, a Pikm 
aind a Sav'ioor/ that he may plead for simiaM 
Hke ourselves, and give us repentance and remie'- 
sion of our sins*" 
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** I wish the poor Faquirs, could hear of this 
Blessed Saviour/' said Mary, " I am sure that 
thej would be very glad." 

" Some of them have heard of him/' replied 
her aunt, ''good men have gone to India, as 
teachers, for the very purpose of carrying to the 
poor ignorant Hindoos and Mahommedans this 
good ne.wS| that God has provided a ransom 
for their souls. Those who are enabled to believe 
in Christy are made very glad and very happy 
indeed. 

''I have heard of one poor Faquir, named 
Anund, whose heart the Lord had changed, and 
who had* given up all his foolish, vain, and wicked 
ways to follow the blessed Jesus. ; He was, one 
day, with two or three Christians, who had like- 
wise been Faquirs, listening to the. conversation 
and instructions of some of those excellent teach- 
ers, whom I have mentioned. Among other 
subjects, the habits and customs of the sect tp 
which they had formerly belonged, were talked 
of, and some anecdotes related. 

'< The Hindoo Christians were asked, what 
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they now thought of these things? They sat 
silent ; their eyes cast down, and mghing heavily. 
At length Annnd turned to one whose name was 
Matthew, and^ passing his arm round his ne6k, 
exclaimed with the most touching expression of 
afiection, as well as of gratitude to God, * Ah, my 
Brother, my Brother, such devils onoe were we ! 
But now!' and he' lifted up his eyes to heaven, 
And raised himself up — < Jesus ! Jesus ! my Ood ! 
my Saviour.' It was very affeeting to those who 
heard him.'* 

» I am glad that those poor men were made 
so happy,'' said Mary; and she paused for a 
moment^— << Oh Aunt, let me gitther that beautifol 
rose for you ; the stalk is covered with green 
moss, and is sparkling with dew, and how sweet 
it smells." Saying these words, she gathered a 
small branch, with several crimson buds, just 
peeping through their green covering, and one 
very beautiftil flower, nearly full blown. 

Mrs. Hope received it with pleasure, and said, 
*' why do you not keep it yourself my love, when 
you admire it so much ?** 
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The little girl smiled, and looking np aflfeeticm- 
ately in her face, replied, *' That's the way the 
natives do in India, Aant, when they want to 
show respect or love ; and I want to show^ you 
that I love yon very much ; I would rather yon 
had it." 

'* Thank yon, my dear diild ; yon have jnst 
put me in mind of a pretty little story which I 
heard of one of the poor Hindoos, who had been 
a beggar, and a blind devotee to the heathen 
gods. He had been listening to a Missionary 
preaching about our Lord Jesus Christ ; and, in 
the evening of the same day, he eame to him 
and said, * 1 have a flower (meaning his heart) 
which I wish to give to some one who is worthy 
of It. I have for many years travelled about the 
country to find such a one, but in vain; I havfe 
been to Juggernaut, but there I saw only a piece 
of wood. That was not worthy of it. But to 
day I have found one that is, and He shall have 
it : Jesus Christ is worthy of my flower.' " 

'< Oh ! Aunt that is a pretty story," cried all 
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the ohildren. ** I would like to give Jesus Christ 
my flower, said Mary. 
" *' And so would I/' said Henry. 
: " And I too," cried little Ellen. 
! 'f Then do so, my beloved children*" 
" But how are we to do it. Aunt ?" 
" Tell ine first," she replied, " how <Md you, 
Mary, bring this pretty rose to me." 
' *' I just gathered it, Aunt, and put it into your 
band, and you took it." 

- « Were you afraid that I would refiise to take 
it, Mary ?" 

''No; because I knew that you loved me. 
You have showed us so much kindness ; I had 
no fear of displeasing you in o£fering my flower." 
' " Well, my child, with the very same confi- 
dence you may offer your heart to the Lord- Jesus 
Christ. You may be more sure of kis love^ than 
you are of mme, because he has given the iitronge^st 
of all proofs of it, in laying down his life for you. 
Give him your heart and he will accept of iti un- 
worthy as it is: he will renew it.atiid mijfe it 
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holy. And you will find him to he the, way 
to heaven." 

'^Buty dear Annt^ I can see yoa and speak 
to you^ hut where am I to find him ?" 

"You must helieve on him, my love, though 
you cannot see him. This is called faith, and 
without faith we cannot he saved. -Before ^you 
came to England, had you ever heard of me V ' 
' *^ Oh yes, papa and mamma told us that we 
had a dear kind aunt in England, who loved us, 
and to whom we were to go, some time or other." 

" And did you doubt it ?" 

" No, surely. Aunt, we were as certain of it 
as if we had seen you, and we [fiiUy expected to 
receive kindness firom you." 

** Then, dear children, that was faith in your 
parents' word ; you believed that there was such 
a place as England before you saw it, and yon 
were not deceived. You now also believe that 
there is such a place as America or Africa. You 
believe that there are people in the world,- of 
habits very different from our own : you believe 
that there are strange birds and beasts in exist- 
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ence, which live in gemote parts of the worlds 
where 70a are never likely to be ; yet yoa never 
doabt the accounts^ though yoa cannot actnally 
prove the trath of them by your own experience. 
Nim yoa are called on to believe in Jesus the 
Lord, with the same simple trust in the evidences 
yoa have of what he has done, and suffered for 
you, that you have in the truth of other drcum- 
staooes which rest on testimony, that yoa believe." 
V And will this save us, dear Aunt ?" 
** This is the first step, my dear children, for 
'he that cometh to God must believe that he 
is, and that he is a rewarder of them that dili- 
gently seek him,' Heb. xi. 6 ; but there is some- 
thing more in saving ftith. The power that 
draws our unholy hearts to God must come from 
jaboYe, for it has tq overcome our natural reluct- 
ance to love him, and obey him. This b the 
jofficaof the Hply Spirit, whose powerful and 
gradoos influence changes the heart of man, and 
brings it into union with Christ The mere know-, 
ieifge. that He suffered for us, would no more 

^aave us, than the mere knowledge that there is 
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BDch «n orb as the sun, would warm and enlighten 



us." 



" And bow are we to get that faith that will 
draw us to God, dear Aunt ?** asked Mary. 

^'Tou must seek for it earnestly by prayer, 
my child. Ton must ask for it, not as if yon 
were indifferent about it, but as if yon felt your 
need of it. Tou must ask for it in the name of 
your Saviour, for he has said, ' no man cometh 
to the Father but by me/ While he has also 
added the gracious words of encouragement, ^ him 
that cometh unto me, I will in no wise cast out.' 
And if you thus seek, yon will surely find him 
to be indeed the Wc^, the Truth, and the Zt/e. 
These little crimson buds of the rose resemble 
you in your infant state of knowledge and fisdth. 
Had they been left on the tree, they would have 
required sunshine and shelter, and care, and mois- 
ture, to make them expand into full bloom, and 
scent the air with their fragrance. Just such is 
the heart of a Christian, under the teaching of 
the Spirit of God. And so must you, my beloyed 
children, seek continually his blessed influences, 
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that ;oD may be atretigtheaed, and increase,' and 
grow op into an acqaaintance with Christ your 
Saviour, till yon are fitted to dwell with him in 
thelciiigdom of God for ever." 




